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MESSRS. SAUNDERS AND OTLEY, 

CONDUIT STREET, HANOVER SQUARE, LONDON, 

Being engaged in Publishing the Works of the first Authors, and ha- 
ving in progress a variety of publications of the highest interest and im- 
portance, beg leave respectfully to announce that in order to secure their 
appearance SmuUaneously in England and America, they have opened 
a House in New- York, where all Their own Publications may be ob« 
tained, and where their New Works will in future appear at the same 
'time as at their house in London, printed under their especial arrange- 
ments for that purpose, from the Author's original manuscripts, Em- 
hellished with the Original English lUustraHonSf and in the usual style of 
American Publications. 

THE rOLLOWlNQ ARE AM056 THE IMPORTANT 

NEW WORKS NOW IN THE PRESS. 

I. 

THE PRINCE LUCIEN BONAPARTE'S MEMOIRS. 

MEMOIRS OF LUCIEN BONAPARTE, 

WRITTEN BY HIMSELF, 
(volume first nearly ready.) 

II. 
MRS. HEMANS' MEMOIRS. 

MEMORIALS OF MRS. HEMANS, 

With Illustrations of her Literary Character from her 
Private Correspondence. 

BY H. F. CHORLEY, ESa. 

WUh the Originai EngUsh JUwtrfaioM. 

{J^early Ready.) 

III. 
SIR GRENVILLE TEMPLE'S NEW WORK. 

TRAVELS IN GREECE AND TURKEY, 

BY MAJOR SIR GRENVILLE TEMPLE, BART. 
( With the Original Engrwnnga.) 
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IV. 

NEW WORK ON FLOWERS. 

THE FLORAL TELEGRAPH, 

(With beautifully colored Plates.) 

V. 

MR. EDWARD LANDOR»S NEW WORK. 
ADVENTURES IN THE NORTH OF EUROPE. 

B7 EDWARD LANDOR, ESQ. 
( With the Original London Engravings.) 

VI. 

In 1 Vol. with a beautiful Portrait, 

LITERARY REMAINS OF. THE LATE 
WILLIAM HAZLITT, 

With a Notice of his Life by his Son, and thoughts on his Genius 

and Writings, &c. 

By E. L. BuLWER, Esq. 

{J^ow Ready.) 

*' A work with all the author's characteristic faults and merits. Ha 
litt is oflen extravagant, often unsound in his reasoning, and unsafe 
his conclusions ; but on the otlier hand, he is almost always ingcniou 
and often rery eloquent. He has the faculty of making his reade 
think."— JV. Y. Evining Post, 

VII. 
NEW WORK ON DOMESTIC LIFE IN SPAIN. 

}Vith the Original English Plates, 

MADRID IN 1835. 

Sketches of the Metropolis of Spain and its Inhabitants, and of 
Society and Manners in the Peninsula. 

BY A RESIDENT OFFICER. 

(Jfow Ready,) 

" Thii work, which is one of great interest and value is superbly { 
up by the publishers, containing most splendid Engravings. We ha 
rarely read ti work of higher mterest, and not often lately seen o 
upon which the publiehera liave done thek duty so well."— Jlfom. Co%tri 



NEW AND SPLENDIDLY EMBELLISHED WORK, 

In one large Vol. 8vo. 

THE BOOK OF GEMS. 

{The Poets and »Artists of Great Britain.) 

WITH UPWARDS OF 

FIFTY BEAUTIFUL ENGRAVINGS 

FROM 

ORIGINAL PICTURES, 
BY FIFTY LIVING PAINTERS. 

This beautiful Work, which is a perfect novelty among the embellished 
publications of the day, presents the combined attractions of Poetry, Paint- 
ing, and Engraving. It is splendidly illustrated with upwards of Fifty ex- 
quisitely finished Engravings from Original Pictures by the most distinguish- 
ed living Painters, and altogether forms one of the most beautiful library, 
drawing-room, and present books which the advanced state of the Arts has 
hitherto produced. 

*^ The Book of Gems seems too fair to be looked upon, combining all those 
external decorations which made the ..i^nnua^ so attractive, with something 
far better than the vapid prose and milk-and-water poetry of which their 
staple generally consisted. It is a book more lovely to the sense than the 
most gorgeous of the tribe ofSovvenirs and Forget-me-nots; and, unlike them, 
it will be as valuable twenty years hence as it is now. The very conception 
of such a book deserves no little praise, and its execution the very highest. 
For its combined attractions to the man of taste and the lover of art, this 
work has no rival in the annals of book making ** — American Monthly Mag. 

** This is, in all respects, so beautiful a book, that it would be scarcely 
possible to suggest an improvement. Its contents are not for a year, nor for 
an age, but for all time." — Examiner. 

*' The plan of this beautiful and splendid work is as admirable as it is 
novel." — Literary Gazette. 

" It is indeed a Book of Gems " — Times. 

*' A more desirable * Present Book* could not have been devised."— Cburf 
Journal' 

*' It surpasses all that Art and Poetry have as yet completed among us*" — 
J^evos. 

" A truly aristocratic and chastely elegant book."--S. Times. 

^* A work which for beauty of illustration and eleganceof arrangement, has 
seldom if ever, been surpassed."-^Jb^n Bull 

'* This sumptuous book has not less than fifty three illustrations." — 
Athenaeum. 

** It reflects high credit on the taste and ability displayed in its eompoii- ' 
tion." — Morning Post. 

"The Pleasure'book of the year— a treasury of sweets and beauties." — 
Atlas. 

" It is a book of itself. We believe that the combined taUnis offifiy-thrtt 
artists toers nener btfore brought to the illustration of one volume." — 06- 
strver, 

A few Proof Impressions of tho Splendid Illustra- 
tions to the above work may still be had. 



In eight vols, bound in embossed cloth and lettered. 

WITH THE BEAUTIFUL EMBELLISHMENTS BY THE FINDENS. 

From Drawings taken on the spot expressly for this work, by 

J. D. Harding, Esq. 

COWPER'S LIFE AND WORKS 

The Complete Stereotype Edition, 

Including the whole of 

HIS PRIVATE CORRESPONDENCE. 

Chronologically arranged, and forming the First and only Complete Col- 
lection of his admirable Letters that has been or can be published ; a 
considerable proportion of them being still Copyright^ atid exclusively 
appropriated to this Edition. 

Revised, Arranged, and Edited by 

REV. T. S. GRIMSHAWE, A. M. 

Rector of Burton^ Northamptonshire, and Vicar of Biddenham, Bedfordshire. 
Author of " the life of the Rev» Legh RichmondJ*^ 

WITH AN ESSAY ON THE GENIUS AND POETRY OF COWPER. 

BY THE REV. J. CUNNINGHAM. 

VICAR OF HARROW. 

ThefoUowing are from the numerous Critical J^otices. 

" A delightful work. The Letters, now for the first time incorporated, 
are even better than those which have so long secured the public favor. 
Their unaffected pleasantry, abundant variety, and unstudied eloquence 
remind us of the best efforts of Addison and Steele, over which authors, 
Cowper had the advantage in a more generally informed understand- 
ing." — Timet. 

"The works of Cowper need no recommendation ; they are incorpo- 
rated into our living literature, and will be read as long as men sliall 
read for amusement, or to gather wisdom, of which no poet is a greater 
teacher. The peculiar merit of the present edition is, that it is the onljF 
one which can contain the whole of Cowper's Private Correspondence. 
It being copyright, and excltisively appropriated to this edition." — Courier. 

" An elegant edition of the writings of Cowper, his Life and Letters, 
now first completed by the introduction of his 'Private Correspondence.* 
The engravings are very beautiful, and render the work fit for the hbrary 
of the most fastidious, while the price is within the compass of the me- 
chanic. The letters of the amiable Cowper cannot be too extensively 
circulated."— Dispatch, 
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AUTHOR OF <*PENCILLm68 BY THE WAY." 
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Don Duakt. I preBUBM, tir, yon are not of PortOfaL 

Clooio. No, sir ! I am a kind of— what-d'y«-caU-*um— a sort pf Iiere-aad- 

thereian. I am a atrangw nowhere. 
Don Doart. Have you travelled fiur, air? 
Clodio. ^y tour of Europe, or sOi sir ?— dangled about a little. 

Lots maxis a Man. 
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PHILIP SLINGSBY, ESQ. 



INTRODUCTORY CHAPTER. 

It is now iminy years since I first knew the gentle^; 
man whose name stands at the head of this chapter. 
The papers which are to follow will record some of 
the passages of his life— taken partly from a rambling 
note-book of his own, and filled out by what ad* 
ditional details I hare gathered from his conversation. 
Though my name stands in the title-page of this book 
as the author, I can only take to myself that share of 
the praise or blame which may attach to it as a literary 
composition. 

From my observation of Mr. Slingsby, and from 
the slender experience of the world which has fallen 
to my share, I am persuaded that he, and most other 
men, may be said to possess two characters. One is 
real, the other ideal. In the great proportion of men 
the ideal character, (usually a heroic and romantic 



X INTRODUCTORY CHAPTER. 

one,) is stifled by a youth of care, and lies quite dor- 
mant, or, pent till its impulses are ungovernable, it 
becomes paramount in some striking action late in life, 
and is called eccentricity, or insanity. In others 
there is a never-ceasing struggle between the real and 
the ideal, or the latter obtains the supremacy ; stamp- 
ing the man as he finds opportunity or not, a dreamer 
or a hero. The supposed difference between men 
consists, frequently, I am persuaded, more in the 
different qualities predominant by education or cir- 
cumstances. 

Most of those who know Slingsby would define 
him as a worldly, careless man^ with more suscepti- 
bility than feeling, some talent, and more self-confi- 
dence. The reverse of his shield, seldom shown, 
presents a chivalresque temperament, the most reck- 
less love of adventure, warm household affection, and 
an intense idolatry of the beautifiil, that has made 
him by turns devout and voluptuous, by turns giddy 
and poetical. With a perversity, arising, perhaps, 
from being unappreciated in his youth, he cautiously 
conceals his better qualities, and takes a pleasure in 
referring their accidental sparkles to chance or calcu- 
lation. He professes rather worldly sentiments in 
conversation, and confesses to have no ambition be- 
yond luxurious leisure, and no confidence in mankind. 
Behind this stalking horse he watches his true game 
with unsuspected vigilance and success. Adventure, 
excitement and the passionate and dramatic materials 
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t>f romance, are sown more thickly in the common 
walks of society, than is known to the unwatchful and 
the sordid. Following the slightest lead, almost cul- 
pably regardless of consequences, bold, sympathizing, 
and impassioned, he is revealed, as by a secret mag^ 
netism, to spirits like his own, and beneath the mask 
of a trifler, and in the trodden thoroughfare of the 
world, leads a life of varied and ever-renewing ro- 
mance. ^ 

There is a vein of complaint against the world in 
these papers, which I cannot well reconcile to the 
uniform gaity and insouciance for which my friend's 
ordinary deportment is remarkable. With sc fair share 
of success in pleasing, as will appear in the reading 
of his adventures,) his claim to good looks, it must 
be acknowledged, has never been put forward even 
by the most partial of his friends. This parsimony 
of nature, and the rebuffs in his love which it has 
possibly occasioned, have, I am led to suspect, rank- 
led more sorely in his mind than his pride would suf- 
fer him to betray to the common eye. Hence, possi** 
bly, those passages in which he rails against love and 
friendship ; and hence, (I must be permitted to pre- 
monish the reader,) some slight exaggeration which 
I trust my friends will find in my own portrait, drawn, 
in these otherwise veracious pages, under the name of 
Forbearance Smith. I owe some portion of his de- 
voted attachment, 1 doubt not, to the consolatory con- 
trast afforded him by my own slighter pretensions in 
this particular. 



Xll INTRODUCTORY CHAPTSR. 

It will be seen, by many marks in the narratives 
which follow, that they are not the work of imagina- 
tion. The dramas of real life are seldom well wonnd 
up, and the imperfectness of plot which might be ob- 
jected to them as tales, will prove to the observant 
reader that they are drawn more from memory than 
fancy. It is because they are thus imperfect in dra- 
matic accomplishment, that I have called them by 
the name under which they have been introduced. 
They are rather intimations of what seemed to lead 
to a romantic termination than complete romances*-^ j 
in short, they are inklings of adventure. » 

N- P. WILLIS. « 
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*< Whtcfa manner of digrMrion, however some dialike asfidvoloiitand 
impeitinent, yet I am et Beroaldus his opinion, such digresaionB do 
mightily dw^t and refresh a weary reader ; they are life sawee to 
« had stomacE, and I therefore do most willingly use them." — Bwion,** 

"Bienheureuses les imparfaites; a elles appartient le royaume de 

I AM not sure whether Lebanon Springs, the scene 
of a romantic story I am about to tell, belong to New- 
York or Massachusetts. It is not very important to be 
sure, in a coimtry where people t&R Vermont an4 
Patagonia to be neighboring States, but I have a 
natural looseness in geography which I take pains to 
mortify by exposure. Very odd ! that I should not 
remember more of the spot where I took my first les- 
sons in philandering ; where I first saw you, brightest 
and most beautiful A. D. (not Anmo DtmhUy) in your 
white momii^-frocks and black French afrons ! 

Lebanon Spring are the rage about once in tluTee 
years. I must let you hito the secret of these things, 
gentle reader for perhaps I am the only individual 
existing who has penetrated the mysteries of the four 
dynasties of Anierican fashion. In the fourteen mil? 
fionsc^inludiitants in the United States, there are pre^ 

VOL. z. 9 
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cisely four authenticated and undisputed aristocratic 
famiUes. There is one in Boston, one in New York, 
one in Philadelphia, and one in Baltimore. By a blessed 
Providence they are not all in one State, or we should 
have a civil war and a monarchy in no time. With 
two hundred miles' interval between them, they agree 
passably, and generally meet at one or another of the 
three watering-places of Saratoga, Ballston or Leba- 
non. Their meeting is as mysterious as the process 
of crystalization, for it is not by agreement. You 
Uaust explain it by some theory of homoeopathy or 
magnetism. As it is not known till the moment they 
arrive, there is of course great excitement among the 
hotel keepers in these dSerent parts of the country, 
and a village that has ten thousand transient inhabit- 
ants One summer, has, for the next, scarce as many 
score. The vast and solitary temples of Paestum are 
gay in comparison with these halls of disappointment. 

As I make a point of dawdling away July and 
August in this locomotive metropolis of pleasure, and 
rather prefer Lebanon, it is always agreeable to me to 
hear that the nucleus is formed in that valley of hem- 
locks. Not for its scenery, for really, my dear East- 
em-hemispherian ! you that are accustomed to what 
is called nature in England, (to wit, a soft park with a 
gray ruin in the midst,) have little idea how wearily 
upon heart and mind presses a waste wldemess of 
mere forest and water, without stone or story. Trec^ 
in England have characters and tongues ; if you see a 
fine Dne, you know whose father planted it, and for 
whose pleasure it was designed, and about what sum 
the man must possess to afibrd to let it stand. They 
are statistics, as it were — so many trees, ergo, so many 
owners so rich. In America, on the contrary, trees 
. grow Mid waters run, as the stars shine, quite unmean- 
ingly ; there may be ten Aousand princely elms^ aod 
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i a man within a hundred miles worth five pounds 
i. You ask, in England, who has the privilege of 
; water 1 or you say of an oak, that it stood in such 
lan's time : but with us, water is an element un- 
imed and unrented, and a tree dabbles in the clouds 
they go over, and is like a great idiot, without soul 
responsibility. 

[f Lebanon had a history, however, it would have 
m a spot for a p9grimage, for its natural beauty, 
is shaped like a lotus, with one leaf laid back by 
: wind. It is a great green cup, with a scoop for a 
nking place. As you walk In the long porticoes of 
hotel, the dark forest mounts up before you like a 
fy wall, and the clouds seem just to clear the pine- 
's, ai^d the eagles sail across from horizon to hori- 
1, without lifting their wings, as if you saw them 
m the bottom of a well. People born there think 
1 world about two miles square, and hilly. ^ 
The principal charm of Lebanon to me is the vil- 
e of " Shakers," lying in a valley about three miles 
As Glaucus wondered at the inert tortoise of 
mpeii, and loved it for its antipodal contrast to him- 
^ so do I affection (a French verb that I beg leave 
introduce to the English language) the Shaking 
lakers. That two thousand men could be found in 
J New World, who would embrace a religion enjoin- 
; a frozen and unsympathetic intercourse with the 
iner sex, and that an equal number of females 
aid be induced to live in the same community, with- 
i locks or walls, in the cold and rigid observance 
a creed of celibacy, is to me an inexplicable and 
ive wonder. My delight is to get into my stanhope 
er breakfast, and drive over and spend the forenoon 
contemplating them at their work in the fields. 
ley have a peculiar and most expl'essive physiogno- 
' ; the women are pale, or of a wintry redness in 
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the cheek, and are all attenuated and spare. Gravitj, 
deep and habitual, broods in every line of their thm 
faces. They go out to their labor in company with 
those serious men, and are never seen to smile. Their 
eyes are all hard and stony, their gait is predse and 
stiff, their voices are of a croaking hoarseness, and na^ 
jture seems dead in them. I would bake you such men 
and women in a brick-kiln. 

Do they think the woAd is coming to an end 1 
Are there to be no more children 1 Is Cuiud to be 
thrown out of business, like a coach proprietor on a 
rail-road 1 What can the Shakers mean, I should be 
pleased to know? 

The oddity is that most of them are young. Men 
of fix>m twenty to thirty, and women from sixteen to 
twenty^^ve, and often, spite of their unbecoming 
dress, good-looking and shapely, meet you at every 
step. Industrious, frugal, and self-denying ihey cer- 
tainly are, and there is every appearance that their 
tenets of difficult abstinence are kept to the letter. 
There is little temptation beyond principle to remain, 
and they are free to go and come as they list, yet there 
they live on in peace and unrepining industry, and a 
more thriving community does not exist in the repub- 
lic. Many a time have I driven over on a Sunday, 
and watched those solemn vu^ns dropping in one 
after another to &e church ; and when the fine-limb- 
ed and russet-faced brotherhood were swimming round 
the floor in their fanatical dance, I have watched their 
countenances for some look of preference, some be- 
trayal of an ill-suppressed impulse, till my eyes ached 
again. I have selected the youngest and fturest, and 
have not lost sight of her for two hours, and she 
might have been made of cheese-parings for any trace 
of emotion. There is food for speculation in it Gan 
we do without matrimony 1 Can we ** strike," and be 
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ladependent of these dear delightful tyrants, for whom 
we " live and move and have our being 1" Will it 
e?er be no blot on our escutcheon to have attained 
thirty-five as an unfructifying uniti Is that fearful 
campaign, with all its embarrassments and awkward- 
nesses, and inquisitions into your money and morals, 
its bullying and backings-out — ^is it inevitable 1 

Lebanon has one other charm. Within a morn- 
ing drive of the Springs lies the fairest village it has 
ever been my lot to see. It is English in its charac- 
ter, except that there is really nothing in this country 
so perfect of its kind. There are many towns in the 
United States more picturesquely situated, but this, 
before I had been abroad, always seemed to me the 
very ideal of English rural scenery, and the kind of 
place to set apart for either love or death — for one's 
honeymoon or burial — the two periods of life which 
I have always hoped would find me in the loveliest 
spot of nature. Stockbridge lies in a broad sunny 
valley, with mountains at exactly the right distance, 
and a river in its bosom that is as delicate in its wind- 
ings, and as suited to the charms it wanders among, 
as a vein in the transparent neck of beauty. I am 
not going into a regular description, but I have car- 
ried myself back to Lebanon ; and the remembrance 
of the leafy mornings of summer in which I have 
driven to that fair earthly Paradise, and loitered under 
its elms, imagining myself amid the scenes of song 
and story in distant England, has a charm for me 
now. I have seen the mother land ; I have rambled 
through park, woodland and villages, wherever the 
name was old and the scene lovely, and it pleases me 
to go back to my dreaming days and compare the rea- 
lity with the anticipation. Most small towns in Ame* 
rica have traces of neto-ness about them. The stumps 
of a clearing, or freshly-boarded bams — something 

2* 
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that is the antipodes of romance— meets your eye 
from every aspect. Stockbridge, on the contrary, is 
an old town, and the houses are of a rural structure ; 
the fields look soft and genial, the grass is sward-Eke, 
the bridges picturesque, the hedges, and the old elms, 
nowhere so many and so luxuriant, are full grown 
and majestic. The village is embowered in foliage. 
Greatest attraction of all, the aiithoress of " Red- 
wood" and " Hope Leslie," a novelist of whom America 
has the good sense to be proud, is the Miss Mitford of 
Stockbridge. A many though a distinguished one, 
may have little influence on the town he lives in, but 
a remarkable woman is the invariable cynosure of a 
community, and irradiates it all. I think I could 
divine the presence of one almost by the growing of 
the trees and flowers. " Our Village" does not look 
like other villages. 

H 

You will have forgotten that I had a story to tell, 
dear reader. I was at Lebanon in the summer of — — 
(perhaps you don't care about knowing exactly when 
it was« and in that case I would rather keep shy of 
dates. I please myself with the idea that time gets od 
faster than L) The Springs were thronged. The 
President's lady was there, (this was under tmr admi- 
nistration, the Adams,') and all the four cUques spoken 
of above were amicably united-^ach other's beaux 
dancing with each other's belles, and so on. If I were « 
writing merely for American eyes, I should dieress 
once more to describe the distinctive characters of the 
south, north, and central representations of beauty ; 
but it would scarcely interest the general reader. I 
may say in passing that the Boston belles were a 
TAnglaisey rosy and riantes; the New-Yorkers, like 
Parisians, cool, dangerous, and dressy ; and the Balti- 
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morians, (and so southi) like lonians or Romans, indo« 
kot, passionate, lovely, and languishing. Men, women 
and pine apples, I am inclined to tlmik, flourish with 
a more kii^dly growth in the fervid latitudes. 

The campaign went on, and a pleasant campaign it 
was— 4br the parties concerned had the management 
of their own anairs ; i e. they who had their hearts to sell 
made the baigain for themselves, (thb was the greater 
number,) and they who disposed of this commodity 
gratis, ^ough necessarily young and ignorant of the 
world, made the transfer in the same manner, in per- 
son. This is your true republic. The trading in 
aflfections by reference — ^the applying to an old and 
idfish heart for the purchase of a young and mgenu- 
ous one — ^the swearing to your rents, and not to your 
&ithful passion — to your settlements, and not your 
constancy — the cold distance between yourself nda 
the young creature who is to lie in your bosom, till 
the purchasci-money is secured and the hasty mar- 
riage and sudden abandonment of a nature thus chilled 
and put on its guard, to a freedom with one almost a 
stranger, that cannot but seem licentious, and cannot 
but break down that sense of propriety in which mo- 
desty is most strongly entrenched — this seems to me the 
one evil of your old worm-eaten monarchies this side 
the water, which touches the essential happiness of 
the well-bred individual. Taxation and oppression 
are but things he reads of in the morning paper. 

This freedom of intercourse between unmarried peo- 
ple has a single disadvantage,— -one gets so desperately 
soon to the end of the chapter ! There shall be two 
hundred young ladies at the Springs in a given season, 
and, by tne d^erence in taste so wisely arranged by 
Providence, there will scarce be, of course, more than 
four in that number whom any one gentleman at all 
difficoH will find within the range <h his beau ideal. 
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With these four he may converse freely twelve hour* 
in the day — more, if he particularly desires it. They 
may ride together, drive together, ramble togethier, sing 
together, be together from morning till night, and at 
the end of a month passed in this way, if he escape a 
committal, as is possible, he will know all that are 
agreeable, in one large circle, at least, as well as he 
knows his sisters — a state of things that is very likely 
to end in his going abroad soon, from a mere dearth 
of amusement. I have imagined, however, the case of 
an unmarrying idle man, a character too rare as yet 
in America to affect the general question. People 
marry as they die in that country — ^when their time 
come. We must all marry is as much an axioin as 
we must all dicy and eke as melancholy. 

Shall we go on with the story 1 I had escaped for 
two blessed weeks, and was congratulating the sus- 
ceptible gentleman under my waistcoat-pocket that we 
should never be in love with less than the whole sex 

again, when a German Baron Von arrived at the 

Springs with a lame daughter. She was eighteen, 
transparently fair, and, at first sight, so shrinkingly 
dependent, so delicate, so child-like, that attention to 
her assumed the form almost of pity, and sprang as 
naturally and unsuspectingly from the heart. The 
only womanly trait about her was her voice, which 
was so deeply soft and full, so earnest and yet so gen- 
tle, so touched with subdued pathos and yet so melan- 
choly calm, that if she spoke after a long silence, I 
turned to her involuntarily with the feeling that she 
was not the same, — as if some impassioned and elo- 
quent woman had taken unaware the place of the 
simple and petted child. 

I am inclined to think there is a particular tender- 
ness in the human breast for lame women. Any 
other deformity in the gentler sex is pionstrous ; but 
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lameness (the Devil's defect) is ^^ the devil." I picture 
to myself, to my own eye, now — ^pacing those ncketty 
colonnades at Lebanon with the gentle Meeta hanging 
heavily^ and with the dependence inseparable from 
her infirmity, on my arm, while the moon (which was 
the moon of the Rhine to her, full of thrilling and un- 
earthly influences) rode solenmly up above the moun- 
tain-tops. And that strange voice filling like a flute 
with sweetness as the night advanced, and that irregu- 
lar pressure of the small wrist in her forgotten lame- 
ness, and my own (I thought) almost paternal feeling 
as she lean^ more and more heavily, and turned her 
delicate end fair face confidingly up to mme, and that 
dangerous mixture altogether of childlikeness and 
womanly passion, of dependence and superiority, of 
reserve on the one subject of love, and absolute confi- 
dence on every other — ^if I had not a story to tell I 
could prate of those June nights and their witcheries, 
till you would think 

« Tutti gli albeii del mondo 
Fossero penne,'' 

and myself ^^ bitten by the dipsas." 

We were walking one night late in the gallery run- 
ning around the second story of the hotel. There was 
a ball on the floor below, and the music, deadened 
somewhat by the crowded room, came up softened and 
mellowed to the dark and solitary colonnade, and add- 
ed to other influences in putting a certain lodger in my 
bosom beyond my temporary control. I told Meeta 
that I loved her. 

The building stands agunst the side of a steep moun- 
tain high up above the valley, and the pines and hem- 
locks at that time hung in their primeval blackness 
almost over the roof. As the most difficult and em- 
barrassed sentence of which I had ever been delivered 
died on my lips, and Meeta, lightening her weight on 
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my army walked in apparently offended silence by my 
side, a deep-toned guitar was suddenly struck in the. 
wood, and a clear, manly voice broke forth in a song. 
It produced an instant and startling effect on my com- 
panion. With the first word she quickly withdrew 
her arm ; and, after a moment's pause, listening wtA 
her hands raised in an attitude of the most intense 
eagerness, she sprang to the extremity of the balus- 
trade, and gazed breathlessly into the dark depths of 
the forest. The voice ceased, and she started back, 
and laid her hand hastily upon my arm. 

" I must go,*' she said, in a voice of hurried feeling ; 
" if you are generous, stay here and await me !** and in 
another moment she sprang along the bridge connect- 
ing the gallery with the rising ground in the rear, and 
was lost in the shadows of the hemlocks. 

I have made a declaration, thought I, just five 
minutes too soon. 

I paced up and down the now too lonely colonnade, 
and picked up the fragments of my dream with what 
philosophy I might. By the time Meeta returned, 
perhaps a half hour, perhaps an age, as you measure 
by her feelings or mine, I had hatched up a very 
pretty and heroical magnanimity. She would have 
spoken, but was breathless. 

" Explain nothing," I said, taking her arm within 
mine, " and let us mutually forget. If I caft serve you 
better than by silence, command me entirely. I live 
but for your happiness, — even," I added after a pause, 
" though it spring from another." 

We were at her chamber door. She pressed my 
hand with a strength of which I did not think those 
small, slight fingers capable, and vanished, leaving me, 
I am free to confess, less resigned than you. would sup- 
pose from my last speech. I had done the dramatie 
thmg, thanks to much reading of you, dear Barry 
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Cornwall ! but it was not in a play. I remained killed 
after the audience was gone. 

III. 

The next day a new character appeared on the 
stage. 

^^Suchh handsome pedlar!" smd magnificent He- 
len ^to me, as I gave my horse to the groom after 

a ride in search of hellebore, and joined the prome- 
nade at the well : *^ and what do you think 1 he sells 
only by raffle ! It^s so nice. All sorts of Berlin iron 
ornaments, and every thing German and sweet ; and 
the pedlai^s smile's worth more than the prizes ; and 
such a moustache ! See ! there he is ! and now, if 
he has sold all his tickets, — ^will you come. Master 
Gravity r 

" I hear a voice you cannot hear," thought I, as I 
gave the l)eauty my arm and joined a crowd of people 
gathered about a pedlar's box in the centre of the 
parterre. 

The itinerant vender spread his wares in the midst 
of the gay assemblage, and the raffle went on. He 
was excessively handsome. A head of the sweet 
gentleness of Raphael's, with locks flowing to his 
shoulders in the fashion of German students, a soft 
brown moustache curving on a short Phidian upper 
lip, a large blue eye expressive of enthusiasm rather 
than passion, and features altogether purely intelec- 
taal, formed a portrait with which even jealousy 
might console itself. Through all the disadvantages 
of a dress suited to his apparent vocation, an eye the 
least on the alert for a disguise would have penetrated 
bis in a moment. The gay and thoughtless crowd 
about him, not accustomed to imposters who were 
mare than they pretended to be, trusted him for a 
p(^ar, but treated bun with a respect far above his 
station insensibly. 
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Whatever his object was, so it were honorable, I 
inly determined to give him all the assistance in 117 
power. A nngle glance at the face of Meeta, who 
joined the circle as the prises were drawn,— « fiiee so 
changed since yesterday, so flushed with hojpe and . 
pleasure, uid yet so saddened by doubt and fear, tfie ' 
small lips compressed, the soft black eye kindled and 1 
restless, and the red leaf on her cheek deepened to a 
feverish beauty,— -left me no shadow of hesitation. I 
exchanged a look with her that I intended should ssy 
as much. 

IV. 

I know nothing that gives one such an elevated idea ^ 
of human nature (in one's own person) as hetpiDg I 
apother man to a woman one loves. Oh last days a k 
minority or thereabouts ! oh primal manhood ! ^h [ 
golden time, when we have let go all but the eniha- ' 
siasm of the boy, and seized hold of all but the sel- ^ 
fishness of the man ! oh blessed interregnum d* tbe i 
evil and stronger genius ! why can we not bottk up 
thy hours like the wine of a better vintage, and ea- 
joy them in the parched world-weariness of age ! b , 
the tardy honeymoon of a bachelor (as mine win be, 
if it come ever, alas !) with what joy of Paradise 
should we bring up from the cellars of the past a 
hamper of that sunny Hippocrene ! 

Pedlar Earl and *< the gentleman in No. 10^ wonU 
have been suspected in any other country of connn-^ 
racy. (How odd that the highest crime of a monarch},^' 
the attempt to supplant the existing ruler, becomes' 
in a republic a creditable profesnon ! Ton are ty 
traHtoT here, a foUJtkim there!) We sat togedier. 
from midnight onwards, discourong in low voices 
over sherry and sandwiches, and m that crow«M 
Babylon, his entrances and exits required a very ioon*^ 
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'-like management. Known as my friend, his 
id his disguise were up. As a pedlar, wander- 
•ut where he listed when not employed over his 
lis interviews with Meeta were easUy contrived, 
lover's watch, gazing on her through the long 
)f the ball from the crowd of villagers at the 
8, hovering about her walks, and feeding his 
n the many, many chance looks of fondness 
im every hour in that out-of-doors society, kept 
nparatively happy. 

e Baron looked hard at you to-day,'' said I, as 
td the door in my little room, and sat down on 
• 

3 ; he takes an interest in me as a countryman, 
ioes not know me. He is a dull observer, and 
1 me but once in Germany." 
>w, then, have you known Meeta so long ?" 
ccompanied her brother home from the univer- 
len the Baron was away, and for a long month 
) seldom parted. Riding, boating on the Jlbine, 
g the sunset from the bartizan of the old castle- 
reading in the old library, rambling in the park 
est — it was a heaven, my friend, than which I 
iceive none brighter." 
d her brother ?" 

IS ! changed ! We were both boys then, and a 
is slow to believe his sister's beauty dangerous. 

the first to shut the doors against me, when 
1 that the poor student had dared to love his 
m Meeta." 

covered his eyes with his hand, and brooded 
lile in silence on the remembrances he had 
ed. 

you think the Baron came to America pur- 
o avoid you f " 

rtly, I have no doubt, for I entered the castle 
I. 3 
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one night in my despair, when I had been forbiddef 
entrance, and he found me at her feet in the old cor 
ridor. It was the only time he ever saw me, if, indeed 
he saw me at all in the darkness, and he immediate!} 
hastened his preparations for a long^contemplatec 
journey, I knew not whither." 

" Did you follow him soon ?" 

" No, for my heart was crushed at first, and I des- 
paired. The possibility of following them in my 
wretched poverty did not even occur to me foi 
months." 

" How did you track them hither, of all places in 
the world ?" 

" I sought them first in Italy. It' is easy on the con- 
tinent to find out where persons are not^ and after twc 
years wanderings, I heard of them in Paris. They had 
just sailed for America. I followed ; but in a coun- 
try where there are no passports, and no espionage, ii 
is • difficult to trace the traveller. It was probaUc 
only that they would be at a place of general resott- 
and I came here with no assurance but hope. Thanki 
to God, the first sight that greeted my eyes was mj 
dear Meeta, whose irregular step, as she walked back^ 
and forth with you in the gallery, enabled me to re- 
cognise her in the darkness." 

Who shall say the days of romance are over ? Th« 
plot is not brought to the catastrophe, but we hope M 
IS near. • 

V. 

My aunt, Isabella Slingsby, (now in heayea, 
the << eleven thousand virgins," God rest her soul' 
was at this time, as at all others, under my rei 
ble charge. She would have said I was ufid^r li^i 
but it amounts to the same thing*— we -lived' 
in peace and harmony. She said wblit she 
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for I loved her — and I did what I pleased, for she 
bved me. When Karl told me that Meeta's principal 
objection to an elopement was the want of a matron, 
I shut the teeth of my resolution, as they say in 
Perria, and inwardly vowed my unconscious aunt to 
this exigency. You should have seen Miss Isabella 
Slingsby to know what a desperate man may be 
brought to resolve on. 

On a certain day. Count Von Raffle-off (as my witty 
friend and ally, Tom Fane, was pleased to call the 
handsome pedlar) departed with his pack and the 
hearts of all the dressing maids and some of their mis- 
tresses, on his way to New- York. I drove down the 
road to take my leave of him out of sight, and give 
him my last instructions. 

How to attack my aunt was a subject about which 
I had many unsatisfactory thoughts. If there was one 
thing she disapproved of more than another, it was an 

!'ek)pement ; and with what face to propose to her to 

. run away with a baron's only daughter, and leave her 
in the hands of a pedlar, taking upon herself, as she 

I must, the whole sin and odium, was an enigma I ate, 
drank, and slept upon in vain. One thing at last be- 
came very clear — she would do it for nobody but 9ne. 
SequitUTy I must play the lover myself. 
f I commenced with a fit of illness. What was the 
h matter ! For two days I was invisible. Dear Isabella ! 
it was the first time I had ever drawn seriously on thy 

y fallow sympathies, and, how freely theiy flowed at my 
affected sorrows, I shame to remember ! Did ever 

[woman so weep ? Did ever woman so take antipathy 
to man as she to that innocent old Baron for his sup- 
posed refusal of his daughter to Philip Slingsby ? This 
^revival of the remembrance shall not be in vain. The 
HMgnonnette and roses planted above thy grave, dear- 
Mit aunt, shall be weeded anew ! 
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Oh that long week of management and hypocrisy ! 
The day came at last. 

"Aunt Bel!" 

"What Philip, dear!" 

" I think I feel better to-day." 

" Yes ?" 

" Yes. What say you to a drive ? There is the 
stanhope." 

" My dear Phil, dont mention that horrid stanhope* 
I am sure, if you valued my life — " 

" Precisely aunt — (I had taken care to give her a 
good fright the day before) — ^but Tom Fane has offer- 
ed me his ponies and Jersey wagon, and that, you 
know, is the most quiet thing in the world, and holds 
four. So, perhaps— ehem ! — ^you'll — ask Meeta?'* 

«Um! Why, you see, Philip— " • 

I saw at once that, if it got to an argument, I was 
perdu. Miss Sllngsby, though a sincere Christian, 
never could keep her temper when she tried to reason. 
I knelt down on her footstool, smoothed away the false 
hair on her forehead, and kissed her. It was a fasci- 
nating endearment of mine that I only resorted to on 
great emergencies. The hermit tooth in my aunt's 
mouth became gradually visible, heralding what in 
youth had been a smile ; and, as I assisted her in roll- 
ing up her embroidery, she looked on me with an un- 
suspecting affection that touched my heart. I made 
a silent vow that if she survived the scrape into which' 
she was being inveigled, I would be to her and her 
dog Whimsiculo, (the latter my foe and my aversion,) 
the soul of exemplary kindness for the remainder cf 
their natural lives. I lay the unction to my soul that 
this vow was kept. My aunt blessed me shortly before 
she was called to " walk in white" (she had hitherto 
walked in yellow,) and as it would have been uniiatiH 
ral lin Whimsiculo, to survive her, I considered Ml 
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*' natural life" as ended with her's, and bad him peace- 
fiilly strangled on the same day. He lies at her feet* 
as usual, a delicate attention of which (I trust in Swe- 
deoborg) her spirit is aware. 

With the exception of " Tom Thumb" and <* Rat- 
tler," who were of the same double-jointed family of 
JDterminable wind and bottom, there was never per- 
haps such a pair of goers as Tom Fane's ponies. My 
aunt had a lurking hope, I believe, that the Baron 
would refuse Meeta permission to join us, but either 
he did not think me a dangerous person, (I have said 
before he was a dull man,) or he had no objection to 
me as a son-in-law, which my aunt and myself (against 
the world) would have thought the natural construc- 
tion upoi) his indifference. He came to the end of the 
colonnade to see us start, and as 1 eased tjhe ribands 
and let the ponies off like a shot from a cross-bow, I 
stole a look at Meeta. The color had fled from cheek 
and lip, and the tears streamed over them like rain. 
Aunt Bel was on the back-seat, grace a Dim! 

We met Tom at the foot of the hill, and I pulled up. 
He was the best fellow, that Tom Fane ! 

"Ease both the bearing reins," said I, "I am going 
up tlie mountain." 

"The devil you are!" said Tom, doing my bidding, 
however ; " you'll find the road to the Shakers much 
pleasanter. What an odd whim! It's a perpendicu- 
lar three miles. Miss Slingsby. I would as lief be 
hoisted up a well and let down again. Don't go that 
way Phil, unless you are going to run away with Miss 
Von " 

" Many a shaft at random sent," 

thought I, and waving the tandem lash over the ears 
^the ponies, I brought up the silk on the cheek of their 
malaprop master, and spanked away up the hill, leav- 

3* 
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ing him in a range likely to get a fresh supply of fuel 
by dinner-time. Tom was of a plethoric habit, and 
if I had not thought he could afford to burst a blood- 
vessel better than two lovers to break their hearts, I 
should not have ventured on the bold measure of 
borrowing his horses for an hour and keeping them a 
tveek. We have shaken hands upon it since, but it is 
my private opinion that he has never forgiven me in 
his heart. 

As we wound slowly up the mountain, I gave Meeta 
the reins, and jumped out to gather some wild flow- 
ers for my aunt. Dear old soul ! the attention recon- 
ciled her to what she considered a very unwarrantable 
caprice of mine. What I could wish to toil up that 
steep mountain for ! Well ! the flowers are charming 
in these high regions ! 

'< Don't you see my reason for coming then, aunt 
Bella?" 

" Was it for that, dear Philip ?" said she, putting 
the wild flowers affectionately into her bosom, where 
they bloomed like broidery on saffron tapestry. "How 
considerate of you !" And she drew her shawl around ^ 
her, and was at peace with all the world. ' So easily 
are the old made happy by the young ! Reader, I 
scent a moral in the air ! 

We were at the top of the hill. If T was sane, my 
aunt was probably thinking I should turn here, and . 
go back. To descend the other side, and re-ascend 
and descend again to the Springs, was hardly a sort of 
thing one would do for pleasure. 

V " Here's a good place to turn, Philip," said she, at , 
we entered a smooth broad hollow on the top of the? 
mountain. 

I dashed through it as if the ponies were shod with i 
talaria. My aunt said nothing, and luckily the rotd'ft 
was very narrow for a mile, and she had a horror of ft^ 
short turn. A new thought struck me. 
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"Did you ever know^ aunt, that there was a way 
jnck around the foot of the mountain ?" 

" Dear, no ; how delightful ! Is it far ?*' 

*^ A couple of hours or so ; but I can do it in less. 
We^U try ;" and I gave the sure-footed Canadians the 
rhip, and scampered down the hills as if the rock of 
Siqrphus had been rolling after us. 

We were soon over the mountain range, and the 
•oad grew better and more level. Oh, how fast pat- 
ered those little hoofs, and how full of spirit and 
excitement looked those small ears, catching the light- 
est chirrup I could whisper, like the very spell of 
iwiftness. Pines, hemlocks, and cedars, farm-houses 
md milestones flew back like shadows. My aunt sat 
speechless in the middle of the 1)ack seat, holding on 
¥ith both hands, in apprehensive resignation ! She 
^]q>ected soon to come in sight of the Springs, and 
aad doubtless taken a mental resolution that if, please 
Grod, she once more found herself at home, she would 
never "tempt Providence" (it was a favorite expression 
o[ ber's) by trusting herself again behind such a pair 
af fly-away demons. As I read this thought in her 
countenance by a stolen glance over my shoulder, we 
rattled into a village distant from Lebanon twenty 
miles. 

* " There aunt," said I, as I pulled up at tlje door of 
the inn ; " we have very nearly described a circle. 
Now, don't speak ! if you do you'll start the horses. 
There's nothing they are so much afraid of as a wo- 
man's voice. Very odd, isn't it ? We'll just sponge 
their mouths now, and be at home in the crack of a 
»rhip. Five miles more, only. Come !" 

Oflf we sped again like the wind, aunt Bel just ven- 
toring to wonder whether the horses wouldn't rather 
fipo dower. Meeta had hardly spoken. She had 
thoughts of her own to be busy 'with, and I pretended 
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to be fully occupied with my driving. The nonsense 
I talked to those horses, to do away the embarrassment 
of her silence, would convict me of insanity before any 
jury in the world. 

The sun began to throw long shadows, and the short- 
legged ponies figured like flying giraffes along the 
retiring hedges. Luckily, my aunt had very little 
idea of conjecturing a course by the points of the com- 
pass. We sped on gloriously. 

"PhDip, dear! hav'nt you lost your way? It 
seems to me we've come more than five miles since 
you stopped," (ten at least,) ^' and I don't see the 
mountains, about Lebanon at all !" 

" Don't be alarmed, aunty, dear ! We're very high 
just here, and shall drop dovm on Lebianon, as it were. 
Are you afraid Meeta?" 

" NeinP^ she answered. She was thinking, in Ger- 
man, poor girl, and heart and memory were wrapped 
up in the thought. 

I drove on almost cruelly. Tom's incomparable 
horses justified all his eulogiums ; they were indefati- 
gable. The sun blazed a moment through the firs, 
and disappeared, the gorgeous changes of eve came 
over the clouds, the twilight stole through the damp 
air with its melancholy gray, and the whip-poor-wills, 
birds of evening, came abroad, like gentlemen in debt, 
to flit al)out in the darkness. Every thing was sad- 
dening. My own volubility ceased ; the whiz of the 
lash, as I waved it over the heads of my foaming po- 
nies, and an occasional " Steady !" as one or the other 
broke into a gallop, were the only interruptions to the 
silence. Meeta buried her fjice in the folds of her 
shawl, and sat closer to my side, and my aunt, soothed 
and flattered by turns, believed and doubted, and was 
finally persuaded, by my ingenious and well-ia«erted 
fibs, that it was only somewhat farther than I antici- 
pated and we should arrive " presently." 
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Somewhere about eight o'clock the lights of a town 
appeared in the distance, and straining every nerve, 
be gallant beasts whirled us in through the streets, 
md I palled up suddenly at the door of an hotel. 

<< Why, Philip !" said my aunt, in a tone of unut- 
terable astonishment, looking about her as if she had 
awoke firom a dream, " This is Hudson !" 

It was to6 clear to be disputed. We were upon 
the North River, forty miles from Lebanon, and the ' 
steamer would touch at the pier in half an hour. My 
ittnt was to be one of the passengers to New-York, 
tmt she was yet to be persuaded of it ; the only thing 
now was to get her into the house, and enact the scene 
as soon as possible. 

I helped her out as tenderly as I knew how, and, as 
we went up stairs, I requested Meeta to sit down in 
a comer of the room, and cover her face with her 
handkerchief. When the servant was locked out, I 
took my aunt into the recess of the window, and in- 
formed her to her very great surprise, that she h$id 
mn away with the Baron's daughter. 

"Philip Slmgsby!" 

My aunt was overcome. I had nothing for it but 
to be overcome too. She sunk into one chair, and I 
mto the other, and burying my face in my hands, I 
kxdied through my fingers to watch the effect. Five 
morta] minutes lasted my aunt's wrath ; gradually, 
however, she began to steal a look at me, and the ex- 
IHfession of resentment about her thin lips softened 
mto something like pity. 

'< Philip !" said she, taking my hand. 

"My dear aunt!" 

" What is to be done ?" 

I pointed to Meeta, who sat with her head on her 
bofom, pressed my hand to my heart, as if to suppress 
il pang ucl proceeded to explain. It seemed impos 
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sible for my aunt to forgive the deception of the th 
Unsophisticated Isabella ! If thou hadst known 
thou wert, even yet, one fold removed from the tr 
— if thou couldst have divined that it was not for 
darling of thy heart that thou wert yielding a p 
only less dear to thee than thy maiden reputatioi 
if it could have entered thy region of possibilities 
thine own house in town had been three days a 
for the reception of a bride, run away with by th} 
tensible connivance, and all for a German pedla: 
whose fortunes and loves thou hadst no shadow 
interest, I think the brain of thee would have tur 
and the dry heart in thy bosom have broken with 
prise and grief! 

I wrote a note to Tom, left his horses at the 
and at nine o'clock we were steaming down the I: 
son, my aunt in bed, and Meeta pacing the deck 
me, and pouring forth her fears and her giratitud 
a voice of music that made me almost repent my 
sacrificing enterprise. I have told the story gaily, j 
tie reader ! but there was a nerve ajar in my h 
while its little events went on. 

How we sped thereafter, dear reader! — how 
Consul of his Majesty of Prussia was persuaded b} 
aunt's respectability to legalize the wedding by his 
sence, — ^how my aunt fainted dead away when the 
son arrived, and she discovered who was not to be 
bridegroom and who waSf — ^how I persuaded hei 
had gone too far to recede, and worked on her ten 
ness once more, — how the weeping Karl, and his 1 
and lovely bride, lived with us till the old Baron thoi 
it fit to give Meeta his blessing and some mone 
how Tom Fane wished no good to the pedlar's eye 
and lastly, how Miss Isabella Slingsby lived and 
wondering what eathly motive I could have for 
absurd share in these events, are matters of whi 
spare you the particulars. 
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NIAGARA. 



"He WM bora when the crab was ascending, and all his affiirs go 
backward." — ^Lotx for Lote. 

It was in my senior vacation, and I was bound to 
Niagara for the first time. My companion was a 
specimen of the human race found rarely in Vermont, 
and never elsewhere. He was nearly seven feet high, 
walked as if every joint in his body was in a hopeless 
state of dislocation, and was hideously, ludicrously, 
and painfully ugly. This whimsical exterior con- 
tained the conscious spirit of Apollo, and the poetical 
sosceptibflity of Keats. He had left his plough in the 
green mountains at the age of twenty-five, and entered 
as a poor student at the University, where, with the 
usual policy of the college government, he was allotted 
to me as a compulsory chum, on the principle of 
breaking in a colt with a cart-horse. I began with 
laughing at him, and ended with loving him. He 
rgoiced in the common appellation of Job Smith— a 
synonymous soubriquet, as I have elsewhere remarked, 
which was substituted by his classmates for his bap- 
^al name of Fori)earance. 

Getting Job away with infinite difficulty from a 
jofxng Indian giri who was selling moccasins in the 

4 
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streets of Buffalo, (a straight, slender creature of 
eighteen, stepping about like a young leopard, cold, 
stem, and beautiful,) we crossed the outlet of Lake 
Erie at the ferry, and took horses on the northern 
bank of Niagara river to ride to the Falls. It was a 
noble stream, as broad as the Hellespont and as blue 
as the sky, and I could not look at it, hurrying on 
headlong to its fearful leap, without a feeling almost 
of dread. 

There was only one thing to which Job was more 
susceptible than to the beauties of nature, and that 
was the beauty of woman. His romance had been 
stirred by the Ijmx-eyed Sioux, who took her money 
for the moccasins with such haughty and thankless 
superbiOi ^ind full five miles of the river, with all the 
goi^eous flowers and rich shrubs upon its rim, might 
as well have been Lethe for his admiration. He rode 
along, like the man of rags you see paraded on an ass 
in the carnival, his legs and arms dangling about in 
ludicrous obedience to the sidelong hitch of his pacer. 

The roar of the Falls was soon audible, and Job'& 
enthusiasm and my own, if the increased pace of our 
Naragansett ponies meant any thing, were fully 
aroused. The river broke into rapids, foaming furi- 
ously on its course, and the subterranean thunder in* 
creased like a succession of earthquakes, each louder 
than the last. I had never heard a sound so broad 
and universal. It was impossible not to suspend the 
breath, and feel absorbed, to the exclusion of all other 
thoughts, in the great phenomenon with which the 
world seemed trembling to its centre. A tall, misty 
cloud, changing its shape continually, as it felt t^ 
shocks of the air, rose up before us, and with our eyes 
fixed upon it, and our horses at a hard gallop, we foimd 

ourselves unexpectedly in front of a vast white 

hotel ! which suddenly interposed between the cloud 
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&nd our vision. Job slapped his legs against the sides 
of his panting beast, and urged him on, but a long 
fence on either fflde of the immense building cut him off 
from all approach ; and having assured ourselves that 
there was no access to Niagara except through the 
back-door of the gentleman's house, who stood with hat 
off to receive usf, we wished no good to his Majesty's 
province of Upper Canada, and dismounted. 

" Will you visit the Falls before dinner, gentlemen ?" 
asked mine host. 

" No, sir !" thundered Job, in a voice that, for a mo- 
ment, stopped the roar of the cataract. 

He was like an improvisatore who had been check- 
ed by some rude birbone in the very crisis of his elo- 
quence. He would not have gone to the Palls that 
night to have saved the world. We dined. 

As it was the first meal we had ever eaten under a 
monarchy, I proposed the health of the king ; but Job 
refused it. There was an impertinent profanity, he 
said, in fencing up the entrance to Niagara that was a 
greater encroachment on natural liberty than the stamp 
act. He would drink to no king or parliament under 
which such a thing could be conceived possible*^ I 
left the table and walked to the window. 

"Job, come here ! Miss , by all that is lovely !" 

He flounced up, like a snake touched witK a torpe- 
do, and sprang to the window. Job had never seen 
the lady whose name produced such a sensation, but 
he had heard more of her than of Niagara. So had 
every soul of the fifteen millions of inhabitants between 
us and the Gulf of Mexico. She was one of those mi- 
racles of nature that occur, perhaps, once in the rise 
and fall of an empire — a woman of the perfect beauty 
oi an angel, with the most winning human sweetness 
of character and manner. She was kind, playful, un- 
affected, and radiantly, gloriously beautiful. I am sor- 
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ry I may not mention her name, for in more chivat 
rous times she would have been a character of histo- 
ry. Every body who has been in America, however, 
will know who I am describing, and I am sorry for 
those who have not The country of Washington will . 
be in its decadence before it sees such another. 

She had been to the Fall and was returning witb 
her mother and a troop of lovers, who, I will venture 
to presume, brought away a very imperfect impression 
of the scene. I would describe her as she came lau£b- 
ing up that green bank, unconscious of every thmg 
but the pleasure of life in a summ.er sunset ; but 1 
leave it for a more skilful hand. The authoress of 
** Hope Leslie'' will, perhaps, mould her image into 
one of her inimitable heroines. 

I presented my friend, and we passed the evening 
in her dangerous company. After making an engage- 
ment to accompany her in the morning behind the 
sheet of the Fall, we said good night at twelve — one 
of us at least as many ^^ fathom deep in love" as a tkou* 
sand Rosalinds. My poor chum ! The roar of the 
cataract that shook the very roof over thy head was 
less loud to thee that night than the beating of thine 
own heart, I warrant me ! 

I rose at sunrise to go alone to the Fall, but Job was 
before me, and the angular outline of hb gaunt figure, 
stretching up from Table Rock in strong relief agwist 
the white body of the spray, was the first object thai 
caught my eye as I descended. 

As I came nearer the Fall, a feeling of disappoint- 
ment came over me. I had imagined Niagara a vast 
body of water descending as if from the clouds. The 
approach to most Falls is from below, and we get an 
idea of them as of rivers pitching down to the plain 
from the brow of a hill or a mountain. Niagara river, 
on the contrary, comes out from Lake Erie through a 
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flat plain. The top of the cascade is ten feet perhaps 
below the level of the country around^ consequently 
invisible from any considerable distance. You walk 
to- the bank of a broad and rapid river, and look over 
the edge of a rock, where the outlet flood of an inland 
sea seems to have b>pken through the crust of the earth, 
and, by its mere weight, plunged with an awful leap 
into an immeasurable and resounding abyss. It seems 
to strike and thunder upon the very centre of the world, 
and the ground beneath your feet quivers with the 
shock till you feel unsafe upon it. 

Other disappointment than this I cannot conceive at 
Niagara. It is a spectacle so awful, so beyond the 
scope and power of every other phenomenon in the 
world, that I think people who are disappointed there 
Qustake the incapacity of their own conception for the 
want of grandeur in the scene. 

The " hell of waters" below need but a little red 
ochre to out-Phlegethon Phlegethon. I can imagine 
the surprise of the gentle element, after sleeping away 
ade'nnight of moonlight in the peaceful bosom of Lake 
Erie, at finding itself of a sudden in such a coil ! A 
Mediterranean sea-gull, which had tossed out the whole 
of a January in the infernal " yeast" of the Archipela- 
go, (was I not all but wrecked every day between Troy 
aad Malta in a score of successive hurricanes 1) I say, 
the* most weather beaten of sea-birds would look twice 
before he ventured upon the roaring cauldron below 
Niagara. It is astonishing to see how far'the descend- 
iog mass is driven under the surface of the stream. 
As far down towards Lake Ontario as the eye can 
reacl^ the immense volumes of water rise like huge 
nu)nsters to the light, boiling and flashing out in rings 
of foam, with an appearance of rage and anger that I 
have seen in no other cataract in the world. 

4* . 
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*^ A nice Fall, as an Englishman would say, my 
dear Job." 

« Awful !" 

Halleck, the American poet, (a better one never 
*^ strung pearls,") has written some admirable yeraes ^ 
on Nigara, describing its effect on the different indi- -^ 
viduals of a mixed party, among whom was a tailor. = 
The sea of incident that has broken over me in years - 
of travel, has washed out of my memory all bat i 
the two Imes descriptive of its impression upon* 
Snip : — 

^ The tailor made one eingle note — 
Gods ! what a place to sponge a coat !" 

• " Shall we go to breakfast, Job 1" 

" How slowly and solemnly they drop into the 
abysm !" 

It wfis not an original remark of Mr. SmithV No- 
thing is surprising to the observer as the extraordi- 
nary deliberateness with which the waters of Niagara 
take their tremendous plunge. All hurry and foam 
and fret, till they reach the smooth limit of the curve 
-^and then the laws of gravitation seem suspended, 
and, like Caesar, they pause, and determine, since it is 
inevitable, to take the death-leap with becoming dig* 
nity. 

^^ Shall we go to breakfast, Job '?" I was obliged to 
raise my voice to be heard, to a pitch rather exhaust- 
ing to an empty stomach. 

His eyes rem£tined fij^ed upon the shifting rainbows 
bending and vanishing in the spray. There was no 
moving him, and I gave in for another five minutes. 

** Do you think it probable. Job, that the waters of 
Niagara strike on the axis of the world ?' 

No answer. 

« Job !" 

"Whatr 
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^' Do you think his Majesty's half of the cataract 
is finer than ours 1" 
"Much.*' 

*^ For watevy merely, perhaps. But look at the deli- 
cious verdure on the American shore, the glorious 
trees, the niass'd foliage, the luxuriant growth even to 
the very rim of the ravine ! By Jove ! it seems to me 
tlunga grow better in a republic. Did you ever see a 
more barren and scra^y shore than the one you stand 
upon." 

" How exquisitively," ssdd Job, soliloquising, " that 
small green island divides the Fall ! What a rock it 
must be founded on, not to have been washed away 
in the ages that these waters have split against it !'' 

" I'll lay you a bet it is washed away before the year 
two thousand — ^payable in any currency with which 
we may then be conversant." 
"Don't trifle!" 

" With time, or geology, do you mean ? Isn't H 
perfectly clear from the looks of that ravine, that 
Niagara has bitck'd up all the way from Lake Onta- 
rio 1 These rocks are not adamant, and the very 
precipice^ you stand on has cracked, and looks ready 
for the plunge. It must gradually .wear back to Lake 
Erie, and then there will be a sweep, I should like to 
lire long enough to see. The instantaneous junction 
of two seas, with a difference of two hundred feet in 
their levels, will be a spectacle — ch. Job ?" 
" Tf©mendous !" 

" Do you intend to wait and see it, or will you 
come to breakfast!" 

He was immovable. I left him on the rock, went 
up to the hotel and ordered mutton-chops and coffee, 

* It hat moB fkllBn into the abym — ^fortimatdy in the sisht, u ri- 
ntors were always upon it during the day. The noise was heard at 
an incredible distaBce^ * ' 
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and when they were on the table, gave two of the 
waiters a dollar each to bring him up nolenS'^JoleM, 
He arrived in a great rage, but with a good appetite, 
and we finished our breakfast just in time to meet ;> 

Miss , as she stepped like Aurora from her cham- ; 

ber. J 

It is necessary to a reputation for prowess in the . 
United States to have been behind the sheet of the J 
Fall (supposing you to have been to Niagara.) This ) 
achievement is equivalent to a hundred shower-baths^ I: 
one severe cold, and being 'drowned twice — ^but most ii 
people do it. 

We descended to the bottom of the precipice, at the i. 
side of the Fall, where we found a small house, fur- : 
nished with coarse linen dresses for the purpose, and r 
having arranged ourselves in habiliments not particu- ; 
larly improving to our natural beauty, we re-appeared * 
— only three out of a party of ten h|iving had the ■ 
courage to trust their attractions to such a trial. !■ 

Miss ^looked like a fairy in disguise, and Job like fl 

the most ghostly and diabolical monster that ever t 
stalked unsepultured abi^oad. He would frighten a i 
child in his best black suit — ^but with a pair of wet 
linen trowsers scarce reaching to his knees, a jacket 
with sleeves shrunk to the elbows, and a white cap, 
he was something supematurally awful. The guide 
hesitated about going under the fall with him. 

It looked rather appalling. Our way lay through a 
dense descending sheet of water, along a slender path- 
way of rocks, broken into small fragments, with an 
overhanging wall on one side, and the boiUng caul- 
dron of the cataract on the other. A false step, and 
you were a subject for the "shocking accident?' 
maker. 

The guide went first, taking Miss ^'s right liahd. 

She gave me her left, and Job brought up the rear, as^ 
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they say in Connecticut "on his own hook." We 
'picked our way boldly up to the water. The wall 
leaned over so much, and the fragmented declivity 
was so narrow and steep, that if it had not been done 
before, I should have turned back at once. Two 
steps more and the small hand in mine began to strug- 
gle violently, and in the same instant, the torrent beat 
mto my mouth, eyes and nostrils, and I felt, as if I 
was drowning. I staggered a blind step onward, but 
still the water poured into my nostrils, and the con- 
viction rushed for a moment on my mind that we were 
lost I struggled for breath, stumbled forward, and, 
with a grasp, that I thought was my last, sunk upon 
the rockai within the descending waters. Job tumbled 
over m^ the next instant, and as soon as I could clear 
my eyes sufficiently to look about me, I saw the 

giude sustaining Miss ^ who had been as nearly 

drowned as most of the subjects of the Humane So-^ 
riety, but was apparently in a state of resuscitation. 
None but. the hsdf-drowned know the pleasure of 
breathing. 

Here we were within a chamber that Undine might 
have coveted, a wall of rock at our back, and a trans- 
parent curtain of shifting water between us and the 
world, having entitled ourselves a pen fires to the same 
reputation with Hylas and Leander, for seduction by 
I the Naiads. 

I Whatever sister of Arethusa inhabits there, we could 
but congratulate her on the beauty of her abode. A 
lofty and well-lighted hall, shaped like a long pavilion, 
I extended as far as we could see through the spray, and 
with the two objections, that you could not have heard 
a pistol at your ear for the noise, and that the floor 
was somewhat precipitous, one could scarce imagine a 
more agreeable retreat for a gentleman who was dis- 
gusted with the world, and subject to dryness of the 
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skin. In one respect it resembled the enchanted dwelt- 
ing of the Witch of Atlas, where Shelley tells us, 

" Th' inviBible rain did ever sing f- 

A silver music on the mossy lawn." 

It is lucky for Witchesand Nsdads that they are not ^ 
subject to rheumatism. - 

The air was scarcely breathable — (if air it may be 
called, which streams down the face with the denmty 
of a shower from a watering-pot,) and our footing upon if 
the slippery rocks was so insecure, that the exertion of £ 
continually wiping our eyes was attended with immi- I 
nent danger. Our sight was valuable, for, surely, 2 
never was such a brilliant curtain hung up to the sight 2 
of motals, as spread apparently from the zenith toonr js 
feet, chan^ng in thickness and lustre, but with a con- f 
stant and resplendent curve. It was what a chiH 1 
might imagine the arch of the sky to be where it bends |c 
over the edge of the horizon. ^ 

The sublime is certainly very much diluted when 9 
one contemplates it with his back to a dripping and ^ 
slimy rock, and his person saturated with a continual % 
supply of water. Prom a dry window, I think the in» s 
fernal writhe and agony of the abyss into which we 
were continually liable to slip, would have been as I 
fine a thing as I have seen in my travels ; but I am 1 
free to admit, that at the moment, I would have ex- 
changed my experience and all the honor attached 
to it, for a dry escape. The idea of drowning haick 
through that thick column of water, was at least a 
damper to enthusiasm. We seemed cut off from the 
living. There was a death between us and the vital 
air and sunshine. 

I was screwing up my courage for the return, when 
the guide seized me by the shoulder. I looked around, 
and what was my horror to see Miss s tanding 
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behind the Sheet upon the last visible point of 
with the water pouring over her in torrents, and 
r of foam between us, which I could in no way 
*stand how she had passed over. 
s seemed frightened and pale, and the guide ex- 
;d to me by signs, (for I could not distinguish a 
le through the roar of the cataract) that she had 
id over a narrow ledge, which had broken with 
eight. A long fresh mark upon the rock at the 
f die precipitous wall, made it sufficiently evident ; 
^sition was most alarming, 
lade a sign to her to look well to her feet ; for 
tie island on which she stood was green with 
and ^arce larger than a hat, and an abyss of full 
iet wide, foaming and unfathomable, raged be- 
L it and the nearest foothold. What was to be 
3 Had we a plank, even, there was no possible 
br the further extremity, and the shape of the 
was so conical, that its slippery surface evidently 
I not hold a rope for a moment. To jump to her, 
if it were possible, would endanger her life, and 
I was smiling and encouraging the beautiful 
ire, as she stood trembling and pale on her dan- 
s foothold, I felt my very heaA sink within me. 
e despsdring guide said something which I could 
ear, and disappeared through the watery wall, and 
d my eyes upon the lovely form, standing, like a 
in the misty shroud of the spray, as if the inten- 
fmy gaze could sustain her upon her dangerous 
3ld. I would have ^ven ten years of my life at 
aoment to have clasped her hand in mine, 
ad scarce thought of Job until I felt him trying 
» behind me. His hand was trembling as he 
; on my shoulder to steady his steps ; but there 
iomethmg in his ill-hewn features that shot an , 
nable ray of hope through my mind. His sandy 
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hair was plastered over hk forehead, and his scant 
dress clung to him like a skin ; but though I recall hi 
image now with a smile, I looked upon him with a feel- 
ing far enough from amusement then. God bless thee, 
my dear Job ! wherever in this unfit world thy fine 
spirit may be fulfilling its destiny ! 

He crept down carefully to the edge of the foaming 
abyss, till he stood with the breaking bubbles at his ^ 
knees. I was at a loss to know what he intended. 1 
She surely would not dare to attempt a jump to iiii £ 
arms from that slippery rock, and to reach her in any ^ 
way seemed impossible. ^ 

The next instant he threw himself forward, and >r 
while I covered my eyes in horror, with the flashing ] 
conviction that he had gone mad and flung himself ,« 
into the hopeless whirlpool to reach her, she bad 
crossed the .awful gulf, and lay trembling and ex* 
hausted at my feet ! He had thrown himself over 
the chasm, caught the rock barely with the extrem: 
ity of his fingers, and with certain death if he miss- 
ed his hold or slipped from his uncertain tenure, had 
sustained her with supernatural strength as she walk- 
ed over his body! • 

The guide providentially returned with a rope in 
the same instiint, and, fastening it around one of his 
feet, we dragged him back through the whirlpool, and 
after a moment or two to recover from the sufibcating 
immersion, he fell on his knees, arid we joined him, 
I doubt not devoutly, in his inaudible thanks to God. 
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The next bravest achievement to venturing behind 
the sheet of Niagara, is to cross the river in a small 
boat, at some distance below the Phlegethon of the 
abyss. I should imagine it was something like riding 
in a howdah on a swimming elephant. The im- 
mense masses of water driven under by the Fall, rise 
splashing and fuming far down the river ; and they 
are as unlike a common wave, to ricky as a hoi*se and 
a camel. You are, perhaps, ten or fifteen minutes 
pulling across, and you may get two or three of these 
lifts, winch shove you straight into the air about ten 
feet, and then drop you into the cup of an eddy, as 
if some long-armed Titan had his hand under the 
water, * and were tossing you up and down for his 
amusement. It imports lovers to take heed how their 
mistresses are seated, as all ladies, on these occasions, 
throw themselves into the arms of the nearest " hose 
and doublet." 

Job and I went over to dine on the American side 
and refresh our patriotism. We dined under a hickory- 
tree on Goat Island, just over the glassy curve of the 
cataract ;' and as we grew joyous with our champagne, 
we strolled up to the point where the waters divide 
for the American and British Falls; and Job ha- 
rangued the "mistaken gentlemen on his right,** in 
eloquence thkt would have turned a division in the 
House of Commons. The deluded multitude, how- 
ever, rolled away in crowds for the monarchy, and at 
the close of his speech the British Fall was still, by a 
melancholy majority, the largest. We walked back 
to our bottle like foiled patriots, and soon after, hope- 
less of our principles, went over to the other side too ! 

I advise all people going to Niagara to suspend ina- 

voL. i. 5 
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king a note in their journal till the last day of tl 
visit. You Blight as well teach a child the ma| 
tude of the heavens by pointing to the sky with y 
finger, as comprehend Niagara in a ^day. It has 
create its own mighty place in your mind. You h 
no <^mparison through which it can enter. It is 
vast. The imagination shrinks from it It rolls 
gradually, thunder upon thimder, and plunge uj 
plunge ; and the mind labors with it to an eidbausi 
such as is created only by the extremest intellect 
effort. I have seen men sit and gaze upon it in a c 
day of autumn, with the perspiration standing 
their foreheads in large beads, from the unconsci 
but toilsome agony of its conception. After haunt 
its precipices, and looking on its solemn waters 
seven days, sleeping with its wind-played monot< 
in your ears, dreaming, and returning to it till it 
grown the one object, as it will, of your perpet 
thought, you feel, oil at once, like one who has cc 
passed the span of some almighty problem. It 
stretched itself within you. Your capacity has 
tained the gigantic standard, and you feel an elevat 
and breadth of nature that could measure girth s 
stature with a seraph. We had faurly " done" T 
gara. We had seen it by sunrise, sunset, moonlig 
from top and bottom ; fasting .and full ; alone and 
gether. We had learned by heart every green p 
on the island of perpetual dew, which is set like 
imperial emerald on its front, (a poetical idea of 
own, much admired by Job,) — 'We had been grs 
ray, tender, and subUme in its mighty neight 
hood, we had become so accustomed to the bas^ oi 
broad thunder, that it seemed to us like a natural | 
pertj hi the idr, and we were unconscious of it 
Donrs ; our voices had become so tuned to its I 
and ow thougl^ts 90 tinged by its grand and perpel 
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anthem, that I ^almost doubted if the air beyond the 
reach of its ribrations would not agonize us with its 
unnatural silence, and the common features of the 
world seem of an unutterable and frivolous littleness. 

We were eating our last breakfast there, in tender 
melancholy ; — mine for the Falls, and Job's for the 

Palls and Miss y to whom I had a half suspicion 

that he had made a declaration. 

" Job !" swd I. 

He looked up from his egg. 
My dear Job!'* 

Don't allude to it, my dear chum," said he, drop- 
ping his spoon, and rushing to the window to hide lus 
agitation. It was quite clear. 

I could scarce restrain a smile. Psyche in the em- 
brace of a respectable giraflfe would be the first thought 
in any body's mind who should see them together. 
And yet why should he not woo her — and win her 
too ? "He had saved her life in the extreme^ peril, at 
the most extreme hazard of his own ; he had a heart 
as high and worthy, and as capable of an undymg 
worship of her as she would find in a wilderness of 
lovers ; he felt like a graceful man, and acted like a 
brave one, and was sans peur et sans reproche^ and 
why should he not love like other men i My. dear 
Job ! I fear thou wilt go down to thy grave, and but 
one woman in this wide world will have loved thee — 
thy mother ? Thou art the soul of a preux chevcdier 
in the body of some worthy grave-digger, who is strut- 
ting about the world, perhaps, in thy more proper car- 
cass. These angels are so o'er hasty in packing ! 

We got upon our horses, and had a pleasant amble 
before us of fifteen miles, on the British side of the 
river. We cantered off* stoutly for a mile to settle our 
regrets, and then I pulled up, and requested Job to ride 
near me, as I bad something to say to him. 
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"You are entering," said I, " my dear Job, upon your 
first journey in a foreign land. You will see other 
manners than your own, which are not therefore laugh- 
able, and here a different pronunciation from your own, 
which is not therefore vulgar. You are to mix with 
British subjects, whom you have attacked vigorously 
in your school declamationis as ^ the enemy,' but who 
are not therefore to be bullied in their own country, 
and who have certain tastes of their own, upon which 
you had better reserve your judgment. We have no 
doubt that we are the greatest country that ever was, 
is, or ever shall be ; but, as this is an unpalatable piece 
of information to other nations, we will not stuff it in* 
to their teeth, unless by particular request. John Bull 
likes his coat too small. Let him wear it. John Bull 
prefers his beefsteak to a fricandeau. Let him eat it. 
John Bull will leave no stone unturned to serve you 
in hb own country, if you will let him. Let him. John 
Bull will suffer you to find fault for ever with King, 
Lords, and Commons, if you do not compare them in- 
vidiously with other governments. Let the*compari- 
son alone. In short, my dear chum, as we insist that 
foreigners should adopt our manners while they are 
traveling in the United States, we had better adopt 
theirs when we return the visit. They are doubtless 
quite wrong throughout, but it is not worth while to 
bristle one's back against the opinions of some score 
millions." 

The foam disappeared from the stream, as we fol- 
lowed it on, and the roar of the Falls 

♦ ♦ * " Now loud, now calm again, 

Like a ring of bells, whose sound the wind still alters,'' 

was soon faint in our ears, and, like the regret of part- 
ing, lessened with the increasing distance till it was 
lost. Job bevan to look around him, and see sorne^ 
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ing else besides a lovely face in the turnings of the 
miy and the historian of this memorable journey, 
ho never had but one sorrow that " would not budge 
ith a fillip,** rose in his stirrups as he described the 
road blue bosom of Lake Ontario, and gave vent to 
is feelings in (he begs the reader to believe) the most 
litable quotation.^ 

Seeing any celebrated water for the first time was 
Iways, to me, an event. River, waterfall, or lake, if 
have heard of it and thought of it for years, has a sen- 
ble presence, that I feel like the approach of a human 
eing in whom I am interested. My heart flutters to 
It is thereafter an acquaintance, and I defend its 
muty or its grandeur as I would the fair fame and 
orth of a woman that had shown me a preference, 
[y dear reader, do you love water ? Not to drink, 
»r I own it is detestable in small quantities — ^but wa- 
T, running or falling, sleeping or gliding, tinged by 
le sunset glow, or silvered by the gentle alchymist 
f the midnight heaven ? Do you love a lake ? Do 
au love a river 1 Do you " affect" any one laughing 
ad sparkling brook that has flashed on your eye like 
fay overtaken by the cock-crowing, and tripping away 
ily to dream-land 1 As you see four sisters, and but 
ne to love ; so, in the family of the elements, I have 
tenderness for water. 

Lake Ontario spread away to the horizon, glitter- 
[g in the summer sun, boundless to the eye as the 
tlantic ; and directly beneath us lay the small town 
' Fort Niagara, with the steamer at the pier, m which 
e promised ourselves a passage down the St. Law- 
ince. We rode on to the hotel, which we found to 
ir surprise crowded with English officers, and hav- 
g disposed of our Narragansetts, we inquired the hour 
' departure, and what we could eat meantime, in as. 
;arly the same breath as possible. 

5* 
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^^ Cold leg of mutton and the steam-boat's engagei^ 
sir r 

The mercury in Job's Britishometer fell plump tat 
zero. The idea of a monopoly of the whole steamer 
by a colonel and his staff^ and no xboat agsun for a 
week ! 

There was a government to live under ! 

We sat down to our mutton, and presently enter 
the waiter. 

" Colonel ^'s compliments ; hearing that two 

gentlemen have arrived who expected to go by the 
steamer, he is happy to offer them a passage if they 
can put up with rather crowded accommodations." 

" Well, Job ! what do you think now of England, 
politically, morally, and religiously 1 Has not the 
gentlemanlike courtesy of one individual materially 
changed your opinions upon every subject connected 
with the United Kingdom of Great Britain ?" 

'' It has." 

"Then, my dear Job, I recommend you never 
again to read a book of travels without writing down 
on the margin of every bilious chapter, ' probably lost 
his passage in the steamer,' or ' had no mustard to his 
mutton,' or * could find no gmger-nuts for the interest- 
ing little traveler,' or some similar annotation. De- 
pend upon it, that dear delightful Mrs. TroUope would 
never have written so agreeable a book, if she had 
thriven with her bazaar in Cincinnati." 

We paid our respecta to the Colonel, and at six 
o'clock in the evening got on board. Part of an Irish 
regiment was bivouacked on the deck, and happiei 
feUows I never saw. They had completed their nine 
year's service on the three Canadian stations, and 
were returning to the ould country, wives, children; 
and all. A line was drawn across the deck, reserv< 
ing the after (|uarter for the officers ; the sick were 
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disposed of among the women in the bows of the 
hoBtf and the band stood ready to play the farewell 
air to the cold shores of Upper Canada. 

The line was cast off, when a boy of thirteen rush- 
ed down to the pier, and springing on board with a 
desperate leap, flew from one end of the deck to the 
other, and flung hhneelf at last upon the neck of a 
pretty girl sitting on the knee of one of the privates. 

" Mary, dear Mary !" was all he could utter. His 
sobs choked him. 

" Avast with the line, there !" shouted the captain, 
who had no wish to carry off this unexpected passen- 
ger. The boat was again swung to the wharf, and 
the boy very roughly ordered ashore. His only answer 
was to cling closer to the girl, and redouble his tears, 
and by this time the Colonel had stepped aft, and the 
case seemed sure of a fair trial. The pretty Canadian 
dropped her head on her bosom,, and seemed divided 
between contending emotions, and the soldier stood up 
and raised his cap ta his commanding oflicer, but held 
firmly by her hand. The boy threw himself on hi& 
knees to the Colonel, but tried in vain to speak. 

« Wha's this, O'Shane V asked the ofiicer. 

" Sure, my swateheart, your honor." 

" And how dare you bring her on boards sir ?* 

*• Och, she'll go to ould Ireland wid us, your hon- 
or." 

" No, no, no !" cried the convulsed boy, clasping 
the Colonel's knees, and sobbing as if his heart would 
break ; " she's my sister ! She isn't his wife ! Fa- 
ther 11 die if she does ! She can't go with him ! She 
iha^n^t go with him !" 

Job began to snivel, and I felt warm about the eyes 
myself. 

" Have you got a wife, O'Shane ?" asked the Co- 
lonel. 
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^^ Plase your honor, never a bit," md Piddy. 1S0 
was a tight, good-looldng fellow, by the way, as 70^ 

would wish to see. ^ 

" Well — ^we'll settle this thing at once. Get up, my 
little fellow ! Come here, my good girl ! Do yo« 
love O'Shane well enough to be his wife !" 

" Indeed I do, sir 1" said Mary, wiping her eyes 
with the back of her hand, and stealing a look at the 
^^ Six feet one" that stood as straight as a pike beside 
her. 

, " O'Shane I I allow this girl to go with us only on 
condition that you marry her at the first place where 
we can find a priest. We will make her up a bit of a 
dowry, and I will look after her comfort as long as 
she follows the regiment. What do you say, sir? 
Will you marry her ?" 

O'Shane began to waver in his miBtary position, 
from a full front face getting to very nearly a right- 
about. It was plain he was taken by surprise. The 
eyes of the company were on him, however, and pub- 
lic opinion, which, in most human breasts, is consi- 
derably stronger than conscience, had its eflfect. 

" I'll do it, your honor!" said he, bolting it out as 
a man volunteers upon a " forlorn hope.'* 

Tears might as well have been bespoken for the 
whole company. The boy was torn from his sister's 
neck, and set ashore in the arms of two sailors, and 
poor Mary, very much in doubt whether she was 
happy or miserable, sank upon a heap of knapsacks, 
and buried her eyes in a cotton handkerchief with a 
map of London upon it, probably a gage cT amawr 
from the desaving O'Shane. I did the same myself 
with a silk one, and Job item. Item the Colonel and 
several officers. 

The boat was shoved ofi*, and iike wheels spattered 
away, but as far as we could hear his voice, the cry 
came following on, " Mary, Mary t" 
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It rung in my ears all night : "Mary, Mary !'^ 

I was up in the morning at sunrise, and was glad 

to escape from the confined cabin and get upon deck. 

iy| The steamer was booming on through a sea as calm 

as a mirror, and no land visible. The fresh dewiness 

of the morning air ashore played in my nostrils, and 

the smell of grass was perceptible in the mind, but in 

all else it was like a calm in mid ocean. The sol* 

diers were, asleep along the decks, with their wives 

and children, and the pretty runaway lay with her 

head on O'Shane's bosom, her red eyes and soiled 

finery showing too plainly how she had passed the 

night. Poor Mary ! she has enough of following a 

soldier, by this, I fear. 

I stepped forward, and was not a little surprised to 
sp.e standing against the railing on the larboard bow, 
the motionless figure of an Indian girl of sixteen. — 
Her dark eye was fixed on the line of the horizon we 
were leaving behind, her arms were folded on her 
bosom, and she seemed not even to breathe. A com- 
mon shawl was wrapped carelessly around her, and 
another glance betrayed to me that she was in a situ- 
ation soon to become a mother. Her feet were pro- 
tected by a pair of once gaudy but now shabby and 
torn moccasins, singularly small ; her hands were of a 
delicate thinness unusual to her race, and her hollow 
cheeks, and forehead marked with an expression of 
psun, told all I could have prophesied of the history of 
a white man's tender mercies. I approached very 
near, quite unperceived. A small burning spot was 
just perceptible in the centre of her dark cheek, and 
as I looked at her steadfastly, I could see a working of 
the muscles of her dusky brow, which betrayed, in 
one of a race so trained to stony calmness, an unusual 
fever of feeling. I looked around for the place in 
which she must have slept. A mantle of wampum* 
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work, folded across a heap of confused baggage, partlj 
occupied as a pillow by a brutal-looking and sleeping 
soldier, told at once the main part of her story. I fett 
for her, from my soul ! 

" You can hear the great waterfall no more," I said, 
touching her arm. 

" I hear it when I think of it,*' she replied, turning 
her eyes upon me as slowly, and with as little sur- 
prise, as if I had been talking to her an hour. 

I pointed to the sleeping soldier. " Are you going 
with him to his country P' 

" Yes.»* 

"Are you his wife ?'* 

" My father gave me to him." 

" Has he sworn before the priest in the name of the 
Great Spirit to be your husband ?" 

** No.'* She looked intently into my eyes as she 
answered, as if she tried in vain to read my meaning. 

" Is he kind to you ?** 

She smiled bitterly. 

" Why then did you^follow him ?'* 

Her eyes dropped upon the burden she bore at her 
heart. The answer could not have been clearer if 
written with a sunbeam. I said a few words of kmd- 
ness, and left her to turnover in my mind how I 
could best iftterfere for her happiness. 



Ill— THE ST. LAWRENCE. 

On the third evening we had entered upon the St 
Lawrence, and were winding cautiously into the 
channel of the Thousand Isles. I think there is not, 
within the knowledge of the " all-beholding sun,*' a 
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spot SO smgularly and exquisitely beautiful. Between 
we Mississippi and the Cimmerian Bospborus, I know 
there is not, for I bave pic-nie'd from the Symplegades 
vestward. The Thousand Isles of the St. Lawrence 
are as imprinted on my mind as the stars of heaven. I 
could forget them as soon. 

The river is here as wide as a lake, while the chan- 
nel just permits the passage of a steamer. The 
islands, more than a thousand in number, are a sin- 
folar fiirmation of flat, rectangular rock, split, as it 
were, by regular maUiematical fissures, and over- 
flowed nearly to the* tops, which are loaded with a 
most luxuriant vegetation. They vary in size, but 
the generality of fiiem would about accommodate a 
tea-party of six. The water is deep enough to float 
a hrge steamer directly at the edge, and an active deer 
would leap across from one to the other in any direc- 
tion. What is very singular, these little rocky plat- 
forms are covered with a rich loam, and carpeted with 
moss and flowers, while immense trees take root in the 
clefts, and interlace their branches with those of the 
ndghboring islets, shadowing the water with the un- 
Bumied dimness of the wilderness. It is a very odd 
thing to glide through in a steamer. The luxuriant 
leaves sweep the deck, and the black fimnel parts the 
drooping sprays as it keeps its way, and you may 
pIucK the blossoms of the acacia, or tilie rich chesnut 
flowers, sitting on the taflrail, and really, a magic pas- 
sage in a witch's steamer, beneath the tree-tops of an 
untrodden forest, could not be more novel and start- 
ling. Then the soUtude and silence of the dim and 
still waters are continually broken by the plunge and 
leap of the wild deer springing or swimming from one 
iduid to another, and the swift and shadowy canoe of 
tile Indian glides «ut from some unseen channel, and 
with a tiiigle stroke .of his hnoad paddle he vanishes. 
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and is lost again even to the ear. If the beauty-sick 
and nature-searching spirit of Keats is abroad in the 
world, " my basnet to a 'prentice-cap" he passes his 
summers amid the Thousand Isles of the St. Lawrence ! 
I would we were there with our tea-things, sweet 
Rosa Matilda ! 

We had dined on the quarter-deck, and were sitting 
over the colonel's wine, pulling the elm-leaves from 
the blanches as they swept saucily over the table, and 
listening to the band, who were playing waltzes that 
probably ended in the confirmed insanity of every 
wild heron and red deer that happened that afternoon 
to come within ear-shot of the good steamer Queens- 
ton. The paddles began to slacken in their spattering, 
and the boat came to, at the sharp side of one of the 
largest of the shadowy idands. We were to stop an 
hour or two, and take in wood. 

Every body was soon ashore for a ramble, leaving 
only the colonel, who was a cripple from a score of 
Waterloo tokens, and your servant, reader, who had 
something on his mind. 

Colonel ! will you oblige me by sending for Ma- 
honey ? Steward ! call me that Indian girl sitting with 
her head on her knees in the boat's bow." 

They stood before us. 

" How is this P' exclaimed the colonel ; " another ! 
Good God ! these Irishmen ! Well, sir ! what do you 
intend to do with this ^rl, now that you have ruined 
herr 

Mahony looked ati her out of a comer of his eye 
with a libertine contempt that made my blood bo3. 
The girl watched for his answer, with an intense but 
calm gaze into Ins face, that if be had had a soul, 
would have killed him. Her lips were set firmly but 
not fiercely together, and as the private stood looking 
from one side to the other, unable or unwilling to an- 
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swetf she suppressed a rising emotion in her throat, 
and turned her look on the commanding officer with ' 
a proud coldness that would have become Medea. 

"Mahoney!" said the colonel, sternly, "will you 
marry this poor girl ?" 

" Never, I hope, your honor !" 

The wasted and noble creature raised her burdened 
form to its fullest height, and, with an inaudible mur- 
mur bursting from her lips, walked back to the bow 
of the vessel. The colonel pursued his conversation 
with Mahoney, and the obstinate brute was still re- 
fusing the only reparation he could make the poor 
Indian, when she suddenly re-appeared. The shawl 
was no longer around her shoulders. A coarse blan- 
ket was bound below her breast with a belt of wampum, 
leaving her fine bust entirely bare, her small feet trod 
the deck with the elasticity of a leopard about to leap 
on his prey, and her dark, heavily fringed eyes glowed 
like coals of fire. She seized the colonel's hand, and 
imprinted a kiss upon it, another upon mine, and with- 
out a look at the father of her child, dived with a 
single leap over the gangway. She rose directly in 
the clear water, swam with powerful strokes to one of 
the most distant islands, and turning once more to 
wave her hand as she stood on the shore, strode on, 
and was lost in the tangles of the forest. 
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Notre bonheur, mon cher, se tiendra toujour entre la plante de 
iu>s pieds et notre occiput ; et qu'il coute un million par an ou cent 
iouis, la perception intrinsique eat la meme au-dedans de nous. 

Le Pert Goriot, 



There were a hundred students in tbe new class 
matriculated at Yale College, in Connecticut, in the 
year 18 — . They were young men of diiSerent ages 
and of all conditions of life, but less various in their 
mien and breeding than in the characteristics of the 
widely-separated states from which they came. It is 
not thought extraordinary in Europe that the French 
and English, the German and the Italien, should 
possess distinct national traits : yet one American is 
supposed to be like every other, though the two be- 
tween whom the comparison is drawn were bom and 
bred as far apart, and in as different latitudes, as the 
Highland cateran and the brigand of Calabria. 

I looked around me with some interest, when, on the 
first morning of the term, the president, professors, and 
students of the university assembled in the college 
chapel at the sound of the pi*ayer-bell, and, with mj 

6* 
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brother Freshmen, I stood in the side aisle, closin 
with our motley, and, as yet, \inclassical heads 
habiliments, the long files of the more initiated cli 
The berry-brown tan of the sun of Georgia, unbb 
ed by study, was still dark and deep on the chec 
one ; the look of command, breathing through tl 
dolent attitude, betrayed, in another, the young ( 
linian and slave-master ; a coat of green, garn 
with fur and bright buttons, and shaped less b; 
tailor than by the Herculian and expansive j 
over which it was strained, had a taste of Kent 
in its complexion ; the white skin and red or $ 
hair, cold expression, stifTblack coat, and serious s 
tion to the service, told of the Puritan son of 
Hampshire or Vermont ; and, perked up in his 
fitted coat, the exquisite of the class, stood the 
and metropolitan New-Yorker, with a firm belief 
tailor and himself written on his efieminate lip, a 
occasional look at his neighbors' coats and shou 
that might have been construed into wonder 
what western river or mountain dwelt the buildc 
such coats and men ! 

Rather annoyed at last by the glances of one c 
seniors, who were anusing themselves with my s 
gaze of curiosity, I turned my attention to my 
immediate neighborhood. A youth with close, 
ing, brown h'air, rather under-size, but with a c« 
decision and^ nerve in his lip which struck me i 
diately, and which seemed to express somehow s 
fidence in himself which his limbs scarce bore 
stood with his back to the pulpit, and, with his f< 
the seat and his elbow on his knee, seemed to 
fallen at once into the habit of the place, and 
beyond surprise or interest. As it was the cust 
the college to take places at prayers and reci 
alphabetically, and he was likely to be my nei 
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in chapel and hall for the next four years, I speculated 
rather more than 1 should else have done on his face 
and manner ; and as the president came to his Amen, 
I came to the conclusion, that whatever might be Mr. 
"S's" capacity for friendship, his ill-will would be very 
demonstrative and uncomfortable. 

The term went on, the politics of the little republic 
fermented, and as first appearances wore away, or 
peculiarities wore off by collision or developed by in- 
timacy, the different members of the class rose or fell 
in the general estimation, and the graduation of talent 
and spirit became more just and definite. The ^'South- 
erners and Northerners," as they are called, soon dis- 
covered, like the classes that had gone before them, 
that they had no qualities in common, and, of the 
secret societies which exist among the students in that 
university, joined each that of his own compatriots. 
The Carolinian or Georgian, who had passed his life 
on a plantation, secluded from the society of his equals, 
soon found out the value of his chivalrous deportment 
and graceful indolence in the gay society for which 
the town is remarkable ; while the Vermontese, or 
White-Mountaineer, " made unfashionably," and ill at 
ease On a carpet, took another line of ambition, and sat 
down with the advantage of constitutional patience 
and perseverance to the study which he would find in 
the end " a better continuer," even in the race for a 
lady's favor. 

It was the only republic I have ever known — that 
class of Freshmen. It was a fair arena ; and neither 
in politics, nor society, nor literature, nor love, nor re- 
ligion, have I, in much searching through ihe world, 
found the same fair play or good feeling- Talk of our 
own republic ! — its society is the very core and gall of 
the worst growth of aristocracy. Talk of the repub- 
lic af letters ! — the two graven by the pyramid of Caius^ 
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Cestios laugh it to scorn. Of love !— of religion ! j 
What is bought and sold like that which has the name ' 
of the first ? What is made a snare and a tool by the ^ 
designing like the last? But here — with a govern-*^ 
ment over us ever kindly and paternal, no favor shown, 
and no priyilege denied,— every equality in the com- ' 
petitors at all possible — age, previous education, and, 
above all, worldly position, — it was an arena in whidi \ 
a generous spirit would wrestle with an abandon of J 
heart and limb he might never know in the world ^' 
again. Every individual rising or falling by the esti- 
mation he exacts of his fellows, there is no such ' 
school of honor; each of the many palms of scholar- - 
ship, from the severest to the lightest, aiming at that ' 
which best suits his genius, and as welcome as another 
to the goal, there is no apology for the laggard. Of 
the feelings that stir the heart in our youth— of the ' 
few, the very few, which have no recoil, and leave no ; 
repentance — this leaping from the starting-post of ^\ 
miind — this first spread of the encouraged wing in the j 
free heaven of thought and knowledge — is recorded ] 
in my own slender experience as the most joyons and 
the most unmingled. He who has soiled his bright j 
honor with the tools of political ambition, — he who 
has leant his soul upon the charity of a sect in reli- 
gion — he who has loved, hoped, and trusted in the ' 
greater arena of life and manhood, — must look back 
on days like these as the broken-winged eagle to the 
sky — as the Indian's subdued horse to the prairie. 

n ; 

New-Hayen is not alone the seat of a university. It ' 
is a kind of metropolis of education. — The excessive . 
beauty of the town, with its embowered streets and . 
sunny gardens, the refinement of its society, its cen- ' 
tral position and accessibility, and the facilities for at- 
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iding the lectures of the College Professors, render 

a most desirable place of instruction in every de- 

mt. Among others, the female schools of the 

have a great reputation, and this, which in Eu- 

or with a European state of society, would 

robably be an evil, is, from the simple and frank 
fcharacter of manners in America, a mutual and de- 
^^d advantage. The daughters of the first families 
ijf the country are sent here, committed for two, 
three, or four years, to the exclusive care of the head 
of the establishment, and (as one of the privileges and 
advantages of the school) associating freely with the 
general society of the town, the male part, of course, 
composed principally of students. A more easy and 
Eberal intercourse exists in no society in the world 
ind in no society that I have ever seen is the tone of 
morals and manners so high and unexceptionable. 
A^ttachments are often formed, and little harm is 
diought of it ; and unless it is a very strong case of 
iisparity or objection, no obstacle is thrown in the 
iray of the common intercourse between lovers ; and 
the lady returns to her family, and the gentleman se- 
nior disappears with his degree, and they meet and 
marry — if they like. If they do jiot, the lady stands 
IS well in the matrimonial market as ever, and the 
|[entleman (unlike his horse) is not damaged by hav- 
ng b^en on his knees. 

Like " Le Noir Faineant," at the tournament, my 
riend St. John seemed more a looker-on than an actor 
n the various pursuits of the university. A sudden 
iterference in a quarrel, in which a brother freshman 
ras contending against odds, enlightened the class 
s to his spirit and personal strength ; he acquitted 
imself at recitations with the air of self-contempt 
If «uch easy excellence ; he dressed plainly, but with 
istinctive taste ; and at. the end of the first term, 
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having shrunk from all intunacy, and lived alone with 
his books and a kind of trapper's dog he had brought 
with him from the west, he had acquired an ascend- 
ancy in the opinion of the class for which no one 
could well account, but to which every one unhesita- 
tingly assented. 

We returned after our first short vacation, and of 
my hundred class-mates there was but one whom I 
much cared to meet again. St. John had passed the 
vacation, in his rooms, and my evident pleasure at 
meeting him, for the first time, seemed to open his 
heart to me. He invited me to breakfast with him. 
By favor seldom granted to a freshman, he had a lodg- 
ing in the town — the rest of the class being compeDed 
to live with a chum in the college buildings. I found 
his rooms — (I was the first of the class who had en- 
tered them) — more luxuriously furnished than I had 
expected from the simplicity of his appearance, but 
his books, not many but select, and (what is in Ame- 
rica an expensive luxury) in the best English editions 
and superbly bound, excited most my envy and sur- 
prise. How he should have acquired tastes of such 
ultra-civilization in the forests of the west was a 
mystery that remained to be solved. 

m. 

At the extremity of the green lane in the outer skirt 
ofthe fashionable suburb of New-Haven stood a ram- 
bling old Dutch house, built probably when the cattle 
of Mynheer grazed over the present site of the town. 
It was a wilderness of irregular rooms, of no describa- 
ble shape in its exterior, and from its southern balcony, 
to use an expressive Gallicism, " gave upon the bay." 
Long-Island Sound, the great highway from the North- 
em Atlantic to New-York, weltered in alternate lead 
and silver, (oftener like the bright metal, for the cU» 
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mate is divine,^ between the curving lip of the bay and 
the interminable and sandy shore of the island some 
j.1 six leagues distant; the procession of ships and steam- 
^l ers stole past with an imperceptible progress ; the cease^ 
less bells of the college chapel came deadened through 
the trees from behind, and (the day being one of gold^ 
en autumn, and myself and St. John waiting while 
black Agatha answered the door^bell) the sun-steeped 
precipice of East Rock, with its tiara of blood-red ma- 
ples flushing like a Turk's banner in the light, drew 
s / from us both a truant wish for a ramble and a holiday. 
^ - I shall have more to say anon of the foliage of an Ame- 
. I rican October, but just now, while I remember it, I wish 
to record a belief of my own, that if, as philosophy 
sujiposes, we have lived other lives— if 

" our star 

Hath had elsewhere its setting, 
And Cometh from afar,'* 

it is surely in the days tempered like the one I am re- 
membering and describing — ^profoundly serene, sunny 
as the top of Olympus, heavenly pure, holy, and more 
invigorating and intoxicating than luxurious or balmy ; 
the sort of air that the visiting angels might have 
brought with them to the tent of Abraham — it is on 
such days, I would record, that my own memory steps 
back over the dim threshhold of life — (so it seems to 
me)-^and on such days only. It is worth the transla- 
tion of our youth and our household gods to a sunnier 
land, if it were alone for those immortal revelations. 

In a few minutes from this time were assembled in 
Mrs. Ikrington's drawing-room the six or seven youi^ 
ladies of my more particular acquaintance among her 
pupils, of whom one was a new-comer, and the object 
of my mingled curiosity and admiration. It was the 
one day of the week when morning visiters were ad- 
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mitted, and I was there, in compliance with an unex* 
pected request from my friend, to present him to th< 
agreeable circle of Mrs. Ilfrington. As an habitue it 
her family, this excellent lady had taken occasion tc 
introduce to me, a week or two before, the new-comei 
of whom I have spoken above, a departure from the 
ordinary rule of the establishment, which I felt to bi 
a compliment, and which gave me, I presumed, a tacr 
claim to mix myself up in that young lady's destin} 
as deeply as I should find agreeable. The new-comei 
was the daughter of an Indian chief, and her name 
was Nunu. 

The wrongs of civilization to the noble aborigine) 
of America are a subject of much poetical feeling ii 
the United States, and will ultimately become the poe- 
try of the nation. At present the sentiment takes oo 
casionally a tangible shape, and the transmission of th( 
daughter of a Cherokee chief to New-Haven, to be edu' 
cated at the expense of the government, and of seve 
ral young men of the same high birth to different col 
leges, will be recorded among the evidences in histor] 
that we did not plough the bones of their fathers int< 
our fields without some feelings of compunction.— 
Nunu had comS to the sea-board under the charge of i 
female missionary, whose pupil she had been in OD' 
of the native schools of the West, and was destined 
though a chief's daughter, to return as a teacher t< 
her tribe when she should have mastered some of tb 
higher accomplishments of her sex. She was an ap 
scholar, but her settled melancholy when away froi 
her books, had determined Mrs. Ilfrington to try tii 
effect of a little society upon her, and hence my pr 
vilege to ask for her appearance in the drawing-roon 

As we strolled down in the alternate shade and sui 
shine of the road, I had been a little piqued at the wai 
of interest, and the manner of course, with which S 
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lohn had received my animated descriptions of the 
(personal beauty of the Cherokee. 
^ ** I~ have hunted with the tribe," was hb only an- 
lurer, " and know their features." 

^ But she is not like them," I replied, with a tone of 

nome impatience ; " she is the beau idesJ of a red skin, 

ibat it is with the softened features of an Arab, or an 

[Egyptian. She is more willowy than erect, and has 

Ao higher cheek-bones than the plaster Venus in your 

I chambers. If it were not for the lambent fire in her 

^eye, you might take her, in the sculptured pose of her 

attitudes, for an immortal bronze of Cleopatra. I tell 

hjoushe is divine." 

I St. John called to his dog, and we turned along the 
^jreen bank above the beach, with Mrs. Ilfrington's 
, iouse in view, and so opens a new chapter in my story. 

IV. 

In the united pictures of Paul Veronese and Ra- 

,phael, steeped as their colors seem to have been 
.mthe divines! age of Venetian and Roman female 
; beauty, I have scarce found so many lovely women, 
of so different models and so perfect, as were assem- 
bled during my Sophomore year under the roof of 
Mrs. Ilfrington. They went about in their evening 
walks, graceful and angelic, but like the virgin pearls 
of the sea, they poured the light of their loveliness on 
the vegetating oysters about ^em, and no diver of fash- 
ion had yet taught them their value. Ignorant my- 
self in those days of the scale of beauty, their features 
are enamelled in my memory, and I have tried insen- 
fihly by that standard (and found wanting) of every 
eourt in Europe the dames most worshipped and high* 
est bom. Queen of the Sicilies, loveliest in your own 
realm of sunshine and passion ! Pale and traQspa- 
tent Princess— -pearl of the court of Florence — ^than 
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whom the creations on the immortal walls of the 
less discipline our eye for the shapes of heaven ! 
sy of the Pactolus! Jewess of the Thracian Gal 
lis ! Bright and gifted cynosure of the aristocra 
England ! — ye are five women I have seen in as i 
years' wandering over the world, lived to gaze i 
and live to remember and admire — a constellati 
almost believe, that has absorbed all the intensest 
of the beauty of a hemisphere — ^yet, with your pic 
colored to life in my memory, and the pride of 
and state thrown over most of you like an elei^ 
charm, I go back to the school of Mrs. Ufrington 
(smile if you will !) they were as lovely, and stt 
and as worthy of the worship of the world. 

I introduced St. John to the young ladies as 
came in.^ Having never seen him, expect in the 
sence of men, I was a little curious to know wh 
his singular aplomb would serve him as well 
the other sex, of which I was aware he had 1: 
very slender experience. My attention was dist 
ed at the moment of mentioning his name to a 1 
little Georgian, (with eyes full of the Uquid sun 
of the south,) by a sudden baric of joy from the 
who had been left in the hall ; and as the door ( 
ed, and the slight and graceful Indian ^1 entere 
room, the usually unsocial animal sprang b< 
ing in, lavishing caresses on her, ai^d seemingly 
with the delight of a recognition. 

In the confusion of taking the dog irom the roi 
had again lost the moment of remarking St. J 
manner, and on the entrance of Mrs. Ufrington, ] 
was sitting calmly by the piano, and my friend 
talking in a qmet undertone with the pas8i< 
Georgian. 

** I must apolopze for my dc^,*' said St John, 
ing gracefully to the mistresB of the house ; *^ b 
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hed by Indians, and the sight of a Cherokee remind- 
ed him of happier days — as it did his master/' 

Nona turned her eyes quickly upon him, but im- 
mediately resumed her apparent deep study of the 
ihtrose figures in the Kidderminster carpet. 

"Vou are well arrived, young gentlemen," said 
Mis. Ilfrington, " we press you into our service for a 
h)tanical ramble. Mr. Slingsby is at leisure, and will 
be delighted, I am sure. Shall I say as much for 
Jon, Mr. St. John V 

St John bowed, and the ladies lejft the room for 
their bonnets, Mrs. Ilfrington last. The door was 
scarcely closed when Nunu re-appeared, and check- 
ing herself with a sudden feeling at the first step over 
die threshhold, stood gazing at St. John, evidently 
under very powerful emotion; • 

" Nunu !" he said, smiling slowly and unwillingly, 
and holding out his hand with the air of one who 
foigives an oflFence. 

She sprang upon his bosom with the bound of a 
leveret, and between her fast kisses broke the endear- 
ing epithets of her native tongue, in words that I 
ody understood by their passionate and thrilling ac- 
cent. The language of the heart is universal. 

The fair scholars came in one after another, and 
ire were soon on our way through the green fields to 
flie flowery mountain-side of East Rock ; Mrs. Ilfring- 
ton's arm and conversation having fallen to my share, 
md St. » John rambling at large with the rest of the 
Murty, but more particularly beset by Miss Temple, 
rhose Christian name was Isabella, and whose Chris- 
ian charity had no bowels for broken hearts. 

The most sociable individuals of the party for a while 
irere Nunu and Lash ; the dog's recollections of the 
last seemingy like those of wiser animals, more 
greeable than the present. The Cherokee astonish- 
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ed Mrs. Ilfrington by an abandonment to joy and 
which^ she had never displayed before, somi 
fairly outrunning the dog at full speed, and 
times sitting down breathless , upon a green 
while the rude creature overpowered her wi 
caresses. The scene gave origin to a grave d 
sion between that well-instructed lady and n 
upon the singular force of childish associatioi 
extraordinary mtimacy between the Indian an 
trapper's dog being explained satisfactory (to 
at least) on that attractive principle. Had si 
seen Nunu spring into the bosom of my frien 
an hour before, she might have added a m\ 
corollary to her proposition. If the dog an 
chiefs daughter were not old friends, the i 
daughter "and St. John certainly were. 

As well as I could judge by the motions of tw( 
pie walking before me, St. John was advancing : 
the favor and acquaintance of the graceful Geo 
Her southern indolence was probably an apoL 
Mrs. Ilfrington's eyes for leaning heavily on her 
pamon's arm ; but, in a momentary halt, the capi 
beauty disembarrassed herself of the bright scar 
had floated over her shoulders, and bound it pla 
around his waist. This was rather strong on i 
acquaintance, and Mrs. Ilfrington was of that of 

^^ Miss Temple !" said she, advancing to whis 
reproof in the beauty's ear. 

Before she had taken a second step, Nunu boi 
over the low hedge, followed by the dog with ' 
she had been chasing a butterfly, and springing 
St. John with eyes that flashed fire, she tore the 
into shreds, and stood trembling and pale, wit 
feet on the silken fragments. 

^^ Madam !" said St. John, advancing to Mrs. II 
ton, after casting on the Cherokee a look of su 
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«id displeasure, " I should have told you before that 
jour pupil and myself are not new acqumntances. 
Her father is my friend. I have hunted with the tribe, 
ind have hitherto looked upon Nunu as a child. You 
will believe me, I trust, when I say her conduct sur« 
prises me, and I beg to assure you that any influence 
I may have over her will be in accordance with your 
own wishes exclusively." 
I His tone was cold, and Nunu hstened with fixed 
lips and frowning eyes. 

"Have you seen her before since her arrival?" asked 
Mrs. Ilfrington. 

"My dog brought me yesterday the first intelligence 
that she was here. He returned from his morning 
ramble with a string of wampum about his neck, which 
had the mark of the tribe. He was her gift," he added, 
patting the head of the dog, and looking with a soften- 
ed expression at Nunu, who dropped her head upon 
her bcMsom and walked on in tears. 

V. 

The chain of the Green Mountains, after a gallop of 
some. five hundred miles, from Canada to Connecticut, 
suddenly pulls up on the shore of Long-Island Sound, 
and stands rearing with a bristling mane of pine-trees, 
three hundred feet in air, as if checked in mid-career by 
the sea. Standing on the bri|ik of this bold precipice, 
you have the bald face of the rock in a sheer .perpen- 
dicular below you ; and, spreading away from the 
broken masses at its foot, lies an emerald meadow inlaid 
with a crystal and rambling river, across which, at a 
distance of a mile or two, rise the spires of the Univer- 
sity, from what else were a thick-serried wilderness of 
;lms. Back from the edge of the precipice extends a 
fild forest of hemlock and fir, ploughed on its north- 
irn side by a mountain-torrent, whose bed of mar). 
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dry and overhung with trees in the summer, senre ail 
a path and a guide from the plidn to the summit ft' 
were a toilsome ascent but for that smooth and faardi 
pavement, and the impervious and green thatch of 
pine-tassels over-hung. 

Antiquity in America extends no farther back thai 
the days of Cromwell, and East Rock is traditionary 
ground with us — ^for there harbored the r^icida 
Whalley and Groffe, and many a breath-hushing tak 
is told of them over the smoiddering log-fires of Con- 
necticut. Not to rob the historian, I pass on to saj 
that this cavernous path to the mountain top was the 
resort in the holiday summer afternoons of the most of 
the poetical and otherwise well-disposed gentlemen 
Sophomores, and, on the day of which I speak,- of 
Mrs. Ilfrington and her seven-and-twenty lovely 
scholars. The kind mistress ascended with the as- 
sistance of my arm, and St. John drew stoutly be- 
tween Miss Temple and a fat young lady with an in- 
cipient asthma. Nunu had not been seen since the 
first cluster of hanging flowers had hidden her from 
our sight, as she bounded upward. 

The hour or two of slanting sunshine, poured in 
upon the summit of the precipice from the west, had 
been sufficient to induce a fine and silken moss to 
show its fibres and small blossoms above the carpet oi 
pii^e-tassels ; and emer^ng from the brown shadow .ol 
the wood, you stood on a verdant platform, the foliage 
of sighing trees overhead, a faries' velvet beneath you. 
and a view below that you may as well (if you would 
not die in your ignorance) make a voyage over the 
water to see. 

We found Nunu lying thoughtfully near the brink 
of the precipice, and gazing ofiF over the waters of Ha 
Sound, as if she watched the coming or going of f 
friend under the white sails that spotted its bosom 
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We recorered our breath in silence, I alone, perhaps, 
of that considerable company gazing with admiration 
at the lithe and unconscious figure of grace lying in 

' the attitude of the Grecian Hermaphrodite on the 
brow of the rock before us. Her eyes were moist and 
motionless with abstraction, her lips just perceptibly 
cunred in an expression of mingled pride and sorrow, 

i her small hand buried and clenched in the moss, and 
her left foot and ankle, models of spirited symmetry, 

, escaped carelessly from her dress, the high instep 
strained back as if recovering from a leap, with the 
tense control of emotion. 

The game of the coquettish Georgian was well 
played. With a true woman's pique, she had re- 

j doubled her attentions to my friend from the moment 
that she found it gave pain to another of her sex ; and 
St. John, like most men, seemed not unwilling to see 
a new altar kindled to his vanity, though a heart he 
had already won was stifling with the incense. Miss 
Temple was very lovely. Her skin, of that tint of 
opaque and patrician white which is found oftenest in 

« Asian latitudes, was just perceptibly warmed towards 
the centre of the cheek with a glow like sunshine 
through the thick white petal of a magnolia ; her eyes 
were hazel, with those inky lashes which enhance the 
expression a thousand-fold, either of passion or melan- 
choly ; her teeth were like strips from the lily's heart ; 
and she was clever,' captivating, graceful, and a 
thorough coquette. St. John was mysterious, roman- 
tic-looking, superior, and, just now, the only victim in 
the way. He admired, as all men do, those qualities 
which, to her own sex, rendered the fair Isabella un- 
amiable ; and yielded himself, as all men will, a satis- 
fied prey to enchantments of which he knew the 
springs were the pique and vanity of the enchantress. 
How singular it is that the highest and best qualities 
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of the female heart are those with which men are tl>^ 
least captivated ! 

A rib of the mountain formed a natural seat a littJ^ 
back from the pitch of the precipice^ and here sat Mi^^ 
Temple, triumphant in drawing all eyes upon herself 
and her tamed lion ; her lap full of flowers^ which h6 
had found time to gather on the way, and her white 
hands employed in arranging a bouquet, of which the 
destiny was yet a secret. Next to their own loves, 
ladies like nothing on earth like mending or marring 
the loves of others ; and while the violets and already- 
drooping wild flowers were coquettishly chosen or re- 
jected by those slender fingers, the sun might have 
swung back to the east like a pendulum, and those 
seven-and-twenty Misses would have watched their 
lovely schoolfellow the same. Nunu turned her head 
slowly around at last, and silently looked on. St 
John lay at the feet of the Georgian, glancing from 
the flowers to her face, and from her face to the 
flowers, with an admiration not at all equivocal. Mrs. 
Ilfrington sat apart, absorbed in finislung a sketch of 
New-Haven ; and I, interested painfully in watching 
the emotions of the Cherokee, sat with my back to the 
trunk of a hemlock, — ^the only spectator who compre- 
hended the whole extent of the drama. 

A wild rose was set in the heart of the bouquet at 
last, a spear of ribbon-grass added to give it grace and 
point, and nothing was wanting but a string. Reti- 
culed were searched, pockets turned inside out, and 
never a bit of ribbon to be found. The beauty was 
in despair. 

" Stay," said St. John springing to his feet " Lash ! 
Lash !" 

The dog came coursing in from the wood, and 
crouched to his master's hand. 

" Will a string of wampum do ?" he asked, feeling 
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uder the long hair on the dogs neck, and untying a 

fkt and variegated thread of many-colored beads, 

vorked exquisitely. 
The d(^ growled, and Nunu sprang into the middle 

of the circle with the fling of an adder, and seizing the 
nmpum as he handed it to her rival, called the dog, 
ind fastened it once more around his neck. 

llie ladies rose in alarm ; the belle turned pale, and 
dang to St John's arm ; the dog, with his hair brist- 
fing upon his back, stood close to her feet in an atti- 
tude of defiance ; and the superb Ihdian, the peculiar 
genius of her beauty developed by her indignation, her 
nostrils expanded, and her eyes almost showering fire 
in their flashes, stood before them like a young Pytho* 
sess, ready to strike them dead with a regard. 

St. John recovered from hb astonishment after a 
moment, and leaving the arm of Mbs Temple, ad- 
vanced a step, and called to his dog. 

The Cherokee patted the Animal on his back, and 
spoke to him in her own language ; and, as St. John 
sdll advanced, Nunu drew herself to her fullest height, 
placed herself before the dog, who slunk growling from 
his master, and said to him, as she folded her arms, 
"The wampum is mine." 

St. John colored to the temples with shame. 

" Lash !'* he cried, stamping with his feet, and en- 
deavoring to fright him from his protectress. 

The dog howled and crept away, half crouching 
with fear, toward the precipice ; and St. John, shoot- 
ing suddenly past Nunu, seized him on the brink, and 
held him down by the throat 

The next instant, a scream of horror from Mrs. II- 
frington, followed by a terrific echo from every female 
present, started the rude Kentuckian to his feet. 

Clear over the abyss, hanging with one hand by an 
ashen sapling, the point of her tiny foot just poising ou 
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a projecting ledge of rock, swung the desperate Cher- 
okee, sustaining herself with perfect ease, but with all 
the determination of her iron race collected in calm 
concentration on her lips. 

" Restore the wampum to his neck," she cried, with 
a voice that thrilled the very marrow with its subdued 
fierceness, " or my blood rest on your soul !" 

St John flung it toward the dog, and clasped his 
hands in silent horror. 

The Cherokee bore down the sapling till its slender 
stem cracked with the tension, and rising lightly with 
the rebound, alit like a feather upon the rock. The 
subdued student sprang to her side ; but with scorn 
on her lip, and the flush of exertion already vanished 
from her cheek, she called to the dog, and with rapid 
strides took her way alone down the mountain. 

VI. 

Five years had elapsed. I had put to sea from the 
sheltered river of boyhood, — had encountered the 
storms of a first entrance into life, — had trimmed my 
boat, shortened sail, and, with a sharp eye to wind- 
ward, was lying fairly on my course. Among others 
from whom I had parted company was Paul St. John, 
who had shaken hands with me at the University gate, 
leaving me, after four years' intimacy, as much in 
doubt as to his real character and history as the first 
day we met. I had never heard him speak of either 
father or mother, nor had he, to my knowledge, re- 
ceived a letter from the day of his matriculation. He 
passed his vacations at the University ; — ^he had stu- 
died well, yet refused one of the highest college honors 
offered him with his degree ; — ^he had shown many 
good qualities, yet some unaccountable faults ; — ^and, 
all in all, was an enigma to myself and the class. I 
knew him, clever, accomplished, and conscious of 
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mperiority ; and my knowledge went no farther. The 
coach was at the gate, and I was there to see him off; 

Iff! aod, after four years' constant association, I had not 
I an idea where he was going, or to what he was des» 

til tiaed. The driver blew his horn. 

A « Crod bless you, Slingsby !" 
I " God bless you, St. John !" 

^| And SO we parted. 

' It was five years from this time, I say, and, in the 
l»tter struggles of first manhood, I had almost forgot- 
ten there was such a being in the world. Late in the 
month of October, in 1829, I was on my way west- 
ward, giving myself a vacation from the law. I 
embarked, on a clear and delicious day, in the small 

f steamer which plies up and down the Cayuga Lake, 

I looking forward to a calm feast of scenery, and car- 
ing little who were to be my fellow-passengers. As 
we got out of the little harbor of Cayuga, I walked 
astern for the first time, and saw the not very unusual 
sight of a group of Indians, standing motionless by 
the wheel. They were chiefs, returning from a diplo- 
matic visit to Washington. 

I sat down by the companion-ladder, and opened 
soul and eye to the glorious scenery we were gliding 
through. The first severe frost had come, and the 
miraculous change had passed upon the leaves which 
is known only in America. The blood-red sugar ma- 
ple, with a leaf brighter and more delicate than a 
Circassian lip, stood here and there in the forest like 
the Sultan's standard in a host — ^the solitary and far- 
seen aristocrat of the wilderness ; the birch, with its 
spirit-like and ambisr leaves, ghosts of the departed 
summer, turned out along the edges of the woods like 
a lining of the palest gold ; the broad sycamore and 
the &n-like catalpa flaunted their saffron foliage in tihe 
8U1I9 spotted with gold like the wings of a lady-bird ; 
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the kingly oak, with its sammit shaken bare, still hUl 
its majestic triink in a drapery of sumptuous dyes^ 
like a stricken monarch, gathering his robes of state 
about him to die royally in his purple ; the tall poplar, 
with its minaret of silver leaves, stood blanched like 
a coward in the dying forest, burthening every breeze 
with its complainings ; the hickory paled through its 
enduring green ; the bright berries of the moimtain^ 
ash flushed with a more sanguine glory in the un- 
obstructed sun ; the gaudy tulip-tree, the Sybarite of 
vegetation, stripped of its golden cups, still drank 
the intoxicating light of noon-day in leaves than 
which the lip of an Indian shell was never more de- 
licately tinted ; the still deeper-dyed vines of the lavish 
wilderness, perishing with the noble things whose 
summer they had shared, outshone them in their de- 
cline, as woman in her death is heavenlier than the 
beii^ on whom in life she leaned ; and alone and 
unsympathizing in this universal decay, outlaws from 
Nature, stood the fir and the hemlock, their frowning 
and sombre heads darker and less lovely than ever, 
in contrast with the death-struck glory of their com- 
panions. 

The dull colors of English autumnal foliage give 
you no conception of this marvellous phenomenon. 
The change here is gradual ; in America it is the 
work of a night — of a single frost ! 

Oh, to have seen the sun set on hills bright in the 
still green and lingering summer, and to wake in the 
morning to a spectacle like this ! 

It is as if [a myriad of rainbows were laced through 
the tree-tops — as if the sunsets of a summer — gold, 
purple, and crimson — ^had been fused in the alembic 
of the west, and poured back in a new deluge of light 
and color over the wilderness. It is • as if every leaf 
in those countless trees had been painted to outflush 
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fte tulip — as if, by some electric miracle, the dyes of 
s the earth's heart had struck upward and her crystals 
^ and ores, her sapphires, hyacinths, and rubies 
had let forth their imprisoned colors to mount 
through the roots of the forest, and, like the angels 
that in olden time entered the bodies of the djdng, 
I reanimate the perishing leaves, and revel an hour in 
I their bravery, 

I was sitting by the companion-lader, thinking to 
i what on earth these masses of foliage coidd be resem- 
bled, when a dog sprang upon my knees, and, the 
moment after, a hand was laid on my shoulder. 
" St. John 1 Impossible !" . 
" Bodily !" answered my quondam classmate. 
I looked at him with astonishment The soigne 
man of fashion I had once known was enveloped in a 
kind of hunter's frock, loose and large, and girded to 
his waist by a belt ; his hat was exchanged for a cap 
of rich otter skin ; his pantaloons spread with a slo- 
venly carelessness over his feet ; and, altogether, there 
vas that in his air which told me at a glance that he 
had renounced the world. Lash had recovered his 
ieanness, and, after wagging out his joy, he crouched 
between my feet, and lay looking into my face, as if 
he was brooding over the more idle days in which we 
had been acquainted. 

" And where are you bound I" I asked, having an- 
swered the same question for myself. 
" Westward with the chiefs !" 
" For how long," 
" The remainder of my life." 
I could not forbear an exclamation of suprise. 
" You would wonder less," said he, with an impa* 
tient gesture, " if you knew more of me. And by the 
way," he added with a smSe, '^ I think I never told you 

FOL. I. 8 
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the first half of the story — ^my life up to the time 1 
met you." 

" It was not for want of a catechist," I answered 
settling myself in an attitude of attention. 

" No ; and I was often tempted to gratify your cu 
riosity ; but from the little intercourse I had had witl 
the world, I had adopted some precocious principles 
— and one was, that a man's influence over others wa 
vulgarized and diminished by a knowledge of hi 
history." 

I smiled ; and as the boat sped on her way over th 
calm waters of the Cayuga, St. John went on lei 
surely with a story which is scarce remarkable enougl 
for a repetition. He believed himself the natural soi 
of a Western hunter, but only knew that he had passe< 
his early youth on the borders of civilization, betweei 
whites and Indians, and that he had been more particu 
larly indebted for protection to the father of Nuni 
Mingled ambition and curiosity had led him eastwar 
while still a lad, and a year or two of a most vagabon 
life in the different cities had taught him the cautio: 
and bitterness for which he was so remarkable, i 
fortunate experiment in lotteries supplied him with th 
means of education, and, with singular application i: 
a youth of such wandering habits, he had applie 
himself to study under a private master, fitted himsel 
for the University in half the usual time, and culti 
vated, in addition, the literary taste which I have re 
marked upon. 

" This," he said, smiling at my look of astonishmen 
" brings me up to the time when we met. I came t 
college at the age of eighteen, with a few hundre 
dollars in my pocket, some pregnant experience of th 
rough side of the world, great confidence in mysel 
and distrust of others, and, I believe, a kind of instinc 
of good manners, which made me ambitious of shinin 
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in society. You were a witness to my debut. Miss 
Temple was the first highly-educated woman I had 
ever known, and you saw her efiect on me," 
"And since we parted ?" 

" Oh, since we parted my life has been vulgar enough. 
^1 I have ransacked civilized life to the bottom, and found 
it a heap of unredeemed falsehoods. I do not say it 
from common disappointment, for I may say I suc- 
ceeded in every thing I undertook ", 

" Except Miss Temple," I said, interrupting, at the 
hazard of wounding him. 

"No ; she was a coquette, and I pursued her till I 
had my turn. You see me in my new character now. 
,1 But a month ago I was the Apollo of Saratoga, play- 
[f ing my own game with Miss Temple. I left her for 
a woman worth ten thousand of her — and here she is." 
As Nunu came up the companion-way from the 
cabin, I thought I had never seen breathing creature 
so exquisitely lovely. With the exception of a pair of 
brilliant mocassins on her feet, she was dressed in the 
usual manner, but with the most absolute simplicity. 
She had changed in those five years from the child to 
the woman, and, with a round and well-developed 
figure, additional height, and manners at once gracious 
and dignified, she walked and looked the chieftain's 
daughter. St. John took her hand, and gazed on her 
with moisture in his eyes. 

" That I could ever have put a creature like this," 

he said, " into comparison with the dolls of civilization !" 

We parted at Bufialo ; St. John with his wife and 

the chiefs to pursue theii? way westward by Lake Erie, 

and I to go moralizing on my way to Niagara. 
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** Nature bad made him for some other planet, 

And press' d his soul into a human shape 

By accident or malice." Colbridgc. 

" PU have you chronicled, and chronicled, and cut-and-chronicled, 
and sung in all-to-be-praised sonnets, and graved in new brave ballads, 
that all tongues shall trouble you." Philastbr. 



If you can imagine a buried Titan lying along the 
length of a continent with one arm stretched out into 
the midst of the sea, the place to which I would trans- 
port you, reader mine ! would lie as it were in the 
palm of the giant's hand. The small promontory to 
which I refer, which becomes an island in certain 
states of the tide, is at the end of one of the long capes 
of Massachusetts, and is still called by its Indian name 
NaharU. Not to make you uncomfortable, I beg to 
introduce you at once to a pretentious hotel, " squat 
like a toad" upon the unsheltered and highest point 
of this citadel in mid sea, and a very great resort for 
the metropolitan New-Englanders. Nahant is per- 
haps liberally measured, a square half-mile ; and it is 
distant from what may fairly be called mainland, per- 
haps a league. 

Road to Nahant there is none. The oi polloi go 
there by steam ; but when the tide is down, you may 
drive there with a thousand chariots over the bottom 
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of the sea. As I suppose there is not such another 
place in the known world, my tale will wait while I 
describe it more fully. If the Bible had been a fic- 
tion, (not to speak profanely,) I should have thought 
the idea of the destruction of Pharaoh and his host 
had its origin in some such wonder of nature. . 

Nahant is so far out into the ocean, that what is 
called the " ground swell," the majestic heave of its 
great bosom going on forever like respiration, (though 
its face may be like a mirror beneath the sun, and a 
wind may not have crisped its surface for days and 
weeks,) is as broad and powerful within a rood of the 
shore as it is a thousand mile^ at sea. 

The promontory itself is never wholly left by the 
ebb ; but from its western extremity, there runs a 
narrow ridge, scarce broad enough for a horse-path, 
impassable for the rocks and seaweed of which it is 
matted, and extending at just high-water mark from 
Nahant to the mainland. Seaward from this ridge, 
which is the only connection of the promontory with 
the continent, descends a^ expanse of sand, left bare 
six hours out of the twelve by the retreating sea, as 
smooth, and hard as marble, and as broad and appa- 
rently as level as the plain of the Hermus. For three 
miles it stretches away without shell or stone, a sur- 
face of white, fine-grained sand, beaten so hard by the 
eternal hammer of the surf, that the hoof of a horse 
scarce marks it, and the heaviest wheel leaves it as 
printless as a floor of granite. This will easily be un- 
derstood whe;n you remember the tremendous rise and 
fall of the ocean-swell, from the very bosom of which, 
in all its breadth and strength, roll in the waves of the 
flowing tide, breaking down on the beach, every one, 
with the thunder of a host precipitated from the bat- 
tlements of the castle. Nothing could be more solemn 
and anthem-like than the succession of these plunging 
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surges. And when the " tenth wave" gathers, far out 
' i at sea, and rolls onward to the shore, first with a 
Ic- glassy and heavmg swell as if some mighty monster 
were lurching inland beneath the water, and then, 
bursting up into foam, with a front like an endless and 
I spany crystal wall, advances and overwhelms every 
L»f thii^ in its progress, till it breaks with a centupled 
ii[ thunder on the beach — ^it has seemed to me, standing 
h there, as if thus might have beaten the first surge 
i'- on the shore after the fiat which "divided sea and 
land." I am no Cameronian, but the sea (myself on 
shore) always drives me to Scripture for an illustra- 
j tion of my feelings. 

; j The promontory of Nahant must be based on the 
: • earth's axle, else I cannot imagine how it should have 
lasted so long. In the mildest weather, the ground- 
swell of the sea gives it a fillip at every heave that 
would lay the " castled crag of Drachenfels" as low as 
Memphis. The wine trembles in your beaker of cla- 
ret as you sit after dinner at the hotel ; and if you look 
out at the eastern balcony, (for it is a wooden pagoda, 
with balconies, verandahs, and colonnades ad libitumj) 
you will see the grass breathless in the sunshine upon 
the lawn, and the ocean as polished and calm as Mi- 
ladPs brow beyond, and yet the spray and foam dash- 
ing fifty feet into the air between, and enveloping the 
" Devil's Pulpit" (a tall rock split off from the promon- 
tory's front) in a perpetual kaleidoscope of mist and 
rainbows. Take the trouble to transport yourself 
there ! I vn\l do the remaining honors on the spot. 
A cavern as cool (not as silent) as those of Trophonius 
lies just under the brow of yonder precipice, and the 
waiter shall come after us with our wine. You have 
dined with the Borromeo in the grotto of Isola Bella, 
I doubt not, and know the perfection of art — I will 
show you that of nature, (I should like to transport 
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you for a similar contrast from Terni to Niagara, or 
from San Giovanni Latera|io to an aisle in a forest of 
Michigan ; but the Daedalian mystery, alas ! is un- 
solved. We "fly not yet.") 

Here we are, then, in the " Swallows' Cave." The 
floor descends by a gentle declivity to the sea, and 
from the long dark cleft stretching outward you look 
forth upon the broad Atlantic — the shore of Ireland 
the first terra firma in the path of your eye. Here is 
a dark pool left by the retreating tide for a refrigerator, 
and with the champagne in the midst, we will recline 
about it like the soft Asiatics of whom we beamed 
pleasure in the East, and drink to the small-featured 
and purple-lipped " Mignons" of Syria — ^those fine- 
limbed and fiery slaves, adorable as Peris, and by turns 
languishing and stormy, whom you buy for a pinch 
of piastres (say 51. 5s.) in sunny Damascus. Your 
.drowsy Circassian, faint and dreamy, or your crocke- 
ry Georgian — fit dolls for the sensual Turk — is, to him 
who would buy souly dear at Sipara the hecatomb. 

We recline, as it were, in an ebon pyramid, with a 
hundred feet of floor and sixty of wall, and the fourth 
side open to the sky. The light comes in mellow and 
dim, and the sharp edges of the rocky portal seem let 
into the pearly arch of heaven. The tide is at half- 
ebb, and the advancing and retreating waves, which 
at first just lifted the fringe of crimson dulse at the Mp 
of the cavern, now dash their spray-pearls on the rock 
below, the " tenth" surge alone rallying as if in scorn 

^ of its retreating fellows, and, like the chieftain of Cul- 
loden Moor, rushing back singly to the contest. And 

\w- now that the waters reach the entrance no more, 
come forward and look on the sea ! The swell lifts ! — 
would you not think the bases of the earth rising be- 
neath it? It falls ! — would you not think the founda- 
tion of the deep had given way ? A plain, broad 
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enough for the navies of the world to ride at large. 
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t { keaves up evenly and steadily as if it would lie against 
the sky, rests a moment spell-bound in its place, and 
ys again as far — ^the respiration of a sleeping child 
BOt more regular and full of slumber. It is only on 

to, tUb shore that it chafes. Blessed emblem ! it is at peace 

-J with itself! The rocks war with a nature so unlike 
their own, and the hoarse din of their boi:der onsets 
i resounds through the caverns they havei^jgi|||jl^pen ; 
but beyond, in the calm bosom of the ocean, what 
heavenly dignity! what godlike unconsciousness of 
ttlarm ! I did not think we should stumble on such a 
moral in the cave ! 

By the deeper base of its hoarse organ, the sea is 
now playing upon its lowest stops, and the tide is down. 
Hear! how it rushes in beneath the rocks, broken and 
stilled in its tortuous way, till it ends with a washing 
and dull hisl^ among the sea^weed, and, like a myriad 
of small tinkling bells, the dripping from the crags is 
audible. There is fine music in the sea ! 

And now the beach is bare. The cave begins to 
cooL and darken, and the first gold tint of sunset is 
stealing into the sky, and the sea looks of a changing 
opal, green, purple, and white, as if its floor were 

[ ]NLved with pearl, and the changing light struck up 
through the waters. And there heaves a ship into the 
horizon, like a white-winged bird lying with dark breast 
on the waves, abandoned of the sea-breeze within sight 
of port, and repelled even by the spicy breath that 
comes with a welcome off the shore. She comes from 
"merry England." She is freighted with more than 
merchandise. The home-sick exile will gaze on her 
snowy sail as she sets in with the morning breeze, and 
bless it; for the wind that first filled it on its way 
swept through the green valley of his home ! Wfiat 
finks of human affection brings she over the sea? How 
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much comes in her that is not in her "bill of lading," 
yet worth, in the heart that is waiting for it, a thou- 
sand times the purchase of her whole venture ! 

Mais montons nous ! I hear the small hoofs of 
Thalaba ; my stanhope waits ; we will leave this half ^ 
bottle of champagne, that "remainder biscuit," and Ae 
echoes of our philosophy, to the Naiads who have lent 
us their drawing-room. Undine, or Egeria ! Lurly, 
or'AroMflk whatever thou art called, nymph of tlus 
shado^^H^e! adieu! 

Slowly, Thalaba 1 Tread gingerly down this rocky 
descent ! So ! Here we are on the floor of the vas^ 
deep ! What a glorious race-course ! The polished 
and printless sand spreads away before you as far a8 
the eye can see, the surf comes in below, breast-high 
ere it breaks, and the white fringe of the sliding wave 
shoots up the beach, but leaves room for the marching 
of a Persian phalanx on the sands it Iftis deserted. 
Oh, how noiselessly runs the wheel, and how dreamily 
we glide along, feeling our motion but in the resist- 
ance of the wind, and by the trout-like pull of the 
ribands by the excited animal before us. Mark the 
color of the sand ! White at high-water-mark, and 
thence deepemng to a silvery gray as the water has 
evaporated less — a slab of Egyptian granite in the 
obelisk of St. Peter's not more polished and unimpres- 
sible. — Shell or rock, weed or quicksand, there is 
none ; and mar or deface its bright surface as you 
will, it is ever beaten down, anew, and washed even 
of the dust of the foot of man, by the returning sea. 
flf ou may write upon its fine-grained face with a crow- 
quill — you may course over its dazzling expanse with 
a troop of chariots. 

Most wondrous and beautiful of all, within twenty 
y&rds of the sur^ or for an hour after the tide had left 
the sand, it holds the water without losu^ its firm- 
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' neas, and is like a gray mirror, bright as the bosom of 
the sea. (By your leave, Thalaba !) And now lean 
over the dasher, and see those small fetlocks striking 
up from beneath — the flying mane, the thorough-bred 
action, tiie small and expressive head, as perfect in 
the reflection as in the reality; like Wordsworth's 
swan, he 

" Trots double, horse and shadow." 

" •'»■■•.• 

You would swesur. you were skimming the surface of 
the sea; and the delusion is more complete as the 
white foam of -the "tenth wave" skims in beneath 
wheel and hoof, and you urge on with the treacherous 
element gliding away visibly beneath you. 

We seem not to have diiven fast, yet three miles, 
£uriy measured, are left behind, and Thalaba's blood 
is up. Fine creature ! I would not give him 

'* For the best horse the Sun has in his stable." 

, . We have won champagne ere now, Thalaba and I, 
j trotting on this silvery, beach ; and if ever old age 

^f| comes on me, and L intend it never shall on aught 
save my mortal coil, (my spirit vowed to perpetual 
youth,) I think these vital breezes, and a trot on these 
exhilarating sands, would sooner renew my prime 
than a rock in St. Hilary's cradle, or a dip in the Well 
of Eanathos. May we try the experiment together, 
gentle reader ! 

I am not settled in my own mind whether this des- 
cription of one of my favourite haunts in America 
was written most to introduce the story that is to fol- 
low, or the story to introduce the description. Possi- 
bly the latter, for hai^g consumed my callow youth 
in wandering "to and fro in the earth," like Sathanas 
of old, and looking on my country now with an eye 
from which aU the minor and temporary features have 

VOL. I. 9 
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gradually faded, I find my pride in it (after its gloij 
as a republic) settling principally on the superior 
handiwork of Nature in its land and ;9i¥ater. Whet 
I talk of it now, it is looking through ^mother's eyes 
—his who Ibtens. I do not describe? H after my onjf 
memory of what it was once to mty\iut according to 
my idea of what it will seem now to a stranger. 
Hence I speak not of the friend^'I made, rambling by 
lake or river. The lake and the river are there, but 1 
the friends are changed — ^to themselves and me. I 
speak not of the lovely and loving ones that stood by 
me, looking on glen or waterfall. The glen and tbe 
waterfall are romantic still, but the form and the heart 
that breathed through it are no longer lovely or lov- 
ing, I should renew my joys by the old mountain 
and river, for, all they ever were I should find them 
still, and never seem to myself grown old, or can- 
kered of the world, or changed in form or spirit, 
while they reminded me but of my youth, with their 
familiar sunshine and beauty. But the friends that 
I knew — as I knew them — are dead. They look 
no longer the same ; they have another heart in them ; 
the kindness of the eye, the smilingness of the lip, 
are no more there. Philosophy tells me the material 
and living body changes and renews, particle by par- 
ticle, with time; and Experience— cold-blooded and 
stony monitor — ^tells me, in his frozen monotone, that 
heart and spirit change with it and renew ! But the 
name remains, mockery that it is ! and the memory 
sometimes ; and so these apparitions of the past — ^that 
we almost fear to question when they encounter us, 
lest the change they have undergone should freeze our 
blood — stare coldly on us, yet call us by name, and 
answer, though coldly, to their own, and have that 
terrible similitude to what they were, mingled with 
their unsympathizing and hollow mummery, that the 
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the 'grave of the past, with all that it contained 
of kind or lovely, had been sealed for ever. The 
lieart we have lain near before our birth (so read I the 
book of human life) is the only one that cannot for- 
get that it has loved us. Saith well and affectionate- 

\ ^ an American poet, in some birth*-day verses to his 

; mother — 

i ** Mother ! dear mother ! the feelings nurst 

* As I hung at thy bosom, elunf; round thee first — # 

■I 'Twas the earliest link in love's warm o&ain, 

; i 'Tis the only one that will long remain ;. 

tl| And as, year by year, and day by day, 

Some friend, still trusted, drops away, 
Mother ! dear mother ! Oh, dost thou see 
How the shortened chaiii brings me nearer thee V* 
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II. 

i*; I have observed that of all the friends one has in 
the course of his life, the truest and most attached is 
exactly the one who, from his dissimilarity to your- 
•elf, the world finds it very odd you should fancy. 
We hear sometimes of lovers who "are made for 
each other," but rarely of the same natural match in 
friendship. It is no great marvel. In a world like 
this, where we pluck so desperately at the fruit of 
pleasure, we prefer for company those who are not 
formed with precisely the same palate as ourselves. 
You will seldom go wrong, dear reader, if you refer 
any human question about which you are in doubt to 
that icy oracle — selfishness. 

My shadow for many years was a gentle monster, 
whom I have before mentioned, baptized by the name 
of Forbearance Smitfu He was a Vermontese, a 
descendant of one of the Puritan pilgrims, and the 
first of his family who had left the Green Mountains 
since the flight of the regicides to America. We as- 
similate to what we live among, and Forbearance was 
very green^ and very like a mountain. He had a 
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general resemblance to one of Thorwaldsen's unfiniiii^ 
ed Apostles — ^larger than life, and just hewn into oiil» 
line. My acquaintance with him commenced during 
my first year at the university. He stalked into my 
room one morning with a hair-trunk on his back, and 
handed me the following note from the tutor : — 

" Sir, — ^The Faculty have decided to impose upon 
you the fine of ten dollars and damages, for painting 
tlTe President's horse on the Sabbath night while grazing 
on the College Green. They, moreover, have removed 
Freshman Wilding from your rooms, and appoint as 
your future chum the studious and exemplary bearer, 
Forbearance Smith, to whom you are desired to show 
a becoming respect. 

" Your obedient servant, 

*^ Erasmus Snufflegreek. 
^ To Freshmah Slingsby.'' 

Rather relieved by my lenient sentence, (for, till the 
next shedding of his well-saturated coat, the sky-blue 
body and red mane and tail of the President's once 
gray mare would interfere with that esteemed animal's 
usefulness,) I received Mr. Smith with more politeness 
than he expected. He deposited his hair-trunk in the 
vacant bed-room, remarked with a good-humored 
smile that it was a cold morning, and seating himself 
in my easiest chair, opened his Euclid, and went to 
work upon a problem, as perfectly at home as if he 
bad furnished me room himself, and lived in it from 
his matriculation. I had expected some preparatory 
apology at least, and was a little annoyed ; but being 
upon my good behavior, I bit my Ups, and resumed 
the " Art of Love," upon which I was just then prac- 
tising my nascent Latinity, instead of calculating loga- 
rithms for recitation. In about an hour, my new chum 
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suddenly vociferated ^^ Eureka /" shut up bis book, 
and having stretched bimself, (a very unnecessary 
operation,) coolly walked to my dressmg-table, selected 
my best hair-brush, redolent of Macassar, and used it 
'wkh the greatest apparent satisfaction. 

" Ha^e you done with that hair-brush ?" I asked, as 
he laid it in its place again. 
" Oh yes !" 

" Then, perhaps, you will do me the favor to throw 
it out of the window." 

. He did it without the slightest hesitation. He then 
resumed his seat by the fire, and I went on with my 
book in silence. Twenty minutes had elapsed, per- 
haps, when he rose very deliberately, and without a 
word of preparation, gave me a cuflf that sent me fly- 
ing into the wood-basket in the corner behind me. As 
soon as I could pick myself out, I flew upon him, but 
I might as well have grappled with a boa-constrictor. 
He held me off at arm's length till I was quite ex- 
J hausted with rage, and, at last, when I could struggle 
kI no more, I found breath to ask him what the dev3 he 
meant ? 

. " To resent what seemed to me, on reflection, to be 
an insult ;" he answered, in the calmest tone, " and 
now to ask your pardon for a fault of ignorance. The 
first was due to myself, the second to you." 

Thenceforth, to the surprise of every body, and 
Bob Wilding and the tutor, we were inseparable. I 
I took Bruin (by a double elision Forbearance became 
I " bear^^^ and by paraphrase BruiUy and he answered to 
^ the name) — I took him, I say, to the omnium shop, and 
presented him with a dressing-case, and other appli- 
ances for his outer man ; and as my mner man waa 
relatively as much in need of his assistance, we mu- 
tually improved. I instructed him in poetry and po- 
liteness, and he returned the lesson in problems and 

9* 
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politics. My star was never in more fortunate coO' 
junction. 

Four years had woven their threads ,of memory 
about U8» and there was never woof more free from 
blemish. Our friendship was proverbial. All that 
much care and Macassar could do for Bruin had been 
done, but there was no abating his seven feet of staF- 
ture, nor reducing the size of his feet proper, nor mak- 
ing the muscles of his face answer to their natural 
wires. At his most placid smile,* a strange waiter 
" would run for a hot towel and the doctor ; (colic was 
not moQB like itself than that like colic ;) and for his 
motions— oh Lord ! a skeleton, with each individual 
bone appended to its neighbor with a string, would 
execute a pas seul with the same expression. His 
mind, however, had none of the awkwardness of his 
body. A simplicity and truth, amounting to the great- 
est naivete^ and a fatuitous unconsciousness of the 
effect on beholders of his outer man, were its only ap- 
proaches to fault or foible. With the finest sense of 
the beautiful, the most unerring judgment in literary 
taste, the purest romance, a fervid enthusiasm, con- 
stancy, courage, and good temper, he walked about 
the world in a mask-^-an admirable creature, in the 
guise and seeming of a ludicrous monster. 

Bruin was sensitive on but one point. He never 
could forgive his father and mother for the wrong they 
had entailed on him at his baptism, ^* Forbearance 
Smith I" he would say to himself sometimes in uncon- 
scious soliloquy, " they should have given me the vir- 
tue as well as the name !" And then he would sit 
with a pen, and scrawl " F. Smith" on a sheet of paper 
by the hour together. To insist upon knowing his 
Christian name was the one impertinence he never 
forgave. 
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III. 

My party at Nahant consisted of Thalaba, Forbear- 
ance, and myself. The place was crowded, but I pass- 
ed my time very much between my horse and my 
friend, and was as certain to be found on the beach 
when the tide was down, as the sea to have left the 
sands. Job (a synonyme for Forbearance which be- 
came at this time his common soubriquet) was, of 
coarse, in love. Not the least to the prejudice, how- 
ever, of his last faithful passion — ^for he was as fond 
of the memory of an old love, as he was tender in the 
presence of the new. I intended to have had him dis- 
sected after his death, to see whether his organization 
was not peculiar. I strongly incline to the opinion, 
that we should have found a mirror in the place of 
his heart. Strange ! how the same man who is so 
fickle in love, will be so constant in friendship ! But 
is it fickleness 1 Is it not rather a superfiu of tender- 
ness in the nature, "which pverflows to all who ap- 
proach the fountain ? I have ever observed that the 
noipst susceptible men are the most remarkable for the 
finer qualities of character. They are more generous, 
more delicate, and of a more chivalrous complexion al- 
togeihor, than other men. It was surprising how reason- 
ably 'Bruin woidd ai^e upon this point. ^^ Because I 
was happy at Niagara," he was saying one day as we sat 
upon the rocks, ^' Shall I take no pleasure in the Falls of 
Montriiorenci % Because the sunset was glorious yester- 
di^, shall I find no beauty in that of to-day % Is my 
fancy to be used but once, and the key turned upon it 
for ever ? Is the heart like a hon-lxmy to be eaten np 
by the first favorite, and thought of no more ? Are 
our eyes blind, save to one shape of beauty 1 Are oar 
ears insensible to the music save of one voice 1" 
^* But do you not weaken the heart, and become in- 
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capable of a lasting attachment, by this habit of incon- 
stancy ?" 

" How long, my dear Phil, will you persist in talk- 
ing as if the heart was material, and held so much 
love as a cup so much water, and had legs *to be 
weary, or oi^ans to grov dull 1 How is my senai' 
bility lessened — how my capacity enfeebled ? What 
would I have done for my first love, that I would not 
do for my last ? I would have sacrificed my life to 
secure the happiness of one you wot of in days gone 
by — I would jump into the sea, if it would make 
Blanche Carroll happier to-morrow." 

" Sautez'donc /" said a thrilling voice behind ; and 
as if the utterance of her name had conjured her out 
of the, ground, the object of all Job's admiration, and a 
Jittle of my own, stood before us. She had a work- 
basket in her hand, a gip^ey-hat tossed carelessly on 
her head, and had preceded a whole troop of belles 
and matrons, who were conjingout to while away the 
morning, and br^athe^ the invigof ating sea-air on tjie 
rocks. » , • 

Blanche' Carroll was what the women would c§ll 
" a little love," but that phrase* of endearment would 
not at all express the feeling with which* she Inspired 
the men. She was small, aijd her face an^J figure 
might have been framed in fairy-land for bewitching 
beauty ; but with the manner of a spoiled child and, 
apparently, thei most thoughtless playfulness of n^ind, 
she was as veritable a little devil as ever took the 
shape of woman. Scarce seventeen at this time, she 
had a knowledge of character that was like an in- 
stinct, and was an accomplished actress in any part it 
was necessary for her purpose to play. No graves 
Machiavel ever managed his cards with more finesse 
than that little intringuante the limited world of which 
she was the star. She was a natural masterspirit and 
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; plotter ; and the talent that would haTe employed it- 
self in tfie deeper games of politics, had she been bom 
a woman of rank in Europe, displayed itself, in the 
wknple society of a republic, in subduing to her 
I power every thing in the shape of a single man that 
I ventured to her net. I have nothing to tell of her at 
i all commensurate with the character I have drawn, 
^ for the disposal of her own heart (if she has one) must 
■: of course be the most important event of her life; but 
I I merely pencil the outline of the portrait in passing, 
i as a specimen of the material, that exists, even in the 
I ao^est society, for the dramatis persona of a court.. 
j We followed the light-footed beauty to the shelter 
;: of one of the caves opening on the sea, and seated our- 
selves about her upon the rocks. Some one proposed 
:-l that Job or myself should read. 

" Oh, Mr. Smith !" interrupted the belle, " where is 
my bracelet ? and where are my verses ?" 

At the ball the night before she had dropped a 
bracelet in the waltz, and Job had been permitted to 
. take care of the fragments, on condition of restoring 
tkem, with a sonnet, the next morning. She had just 
ftought of \\. 

^^.Read them out I read them out !" she cried, as 
Job, blushing a deep blue, extracted a tri-comered 
pink document from his pocket, and tried to give it to 
her unobserved, with the packet of jewellery. Job 
looked at h^r imploringly, and she took the verses 
from* his hand, and ran her eye through them. 

"Pretty well !" she said ; " but the last line might 
be improved. Give me a pencil, some one !" And 
bending over it, till her luxuriant hair concealed her 
fairy fingers in their employment, she wrote a mo- 
ment upon her knee, and tossing the paper to me, 
bade me read it out with the emendation. Bruin had, 
meantime, modestly disappeared, and I read with the 
more freedom. 
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u 'Xwas broken ic the glidiDg dance, 

When thou wert in thy dream of power ; 
When shape and motion, tone apd glance, 

Were glorious all — the woman^s hour ! 
The light lay sofl upon thy brow. 

The music melted in thme ear, 
And one perhaps forgotten now, 

With 'wilder'd thoughts stood list'ning near, 
Marvelling not that Unks of gold 
A pulse like thine had not controlled. 

" »Tis midnight now. The dance is done, 

And thou, in thy soft dreams, asleep. 
And I, awake, am gazing on 

The frai»ments given me to keep. 
I think of ev'ry glowing vein 

That ran beneath these links of gold. 
And wonder if a thrilL of pain 

Made those bright channels ever cold ! 
With gifts like thme, I cannot think 
Grief ever chill'd this broken link. 

" Good night ! 'Tis little now to thee 

That in my ear thy words were spoken, 
And thou wilt think of them and me 

As long as of the bracelet broken. 
For thus IS riven many a chain 

That thou hast fastened but to break, 
And thus thoul't sink to sleep again, . 

A» careless that another wake ; 
The only thought thy heart can rend 
Is — what thefMowHl charge to mend /" 

Job's conclusion was more pathetic, but probably 
less true. He appeared after the applause had ceased, 
and resumed his place at the lady's feet, with a look 
in his countenance of having deserved an abatement 
of persecution. The beauty spread out the fragments 
of the broken bracelet on the rock beside her. 

" Mr. Smith !" said she, in her most conciliating 
tone. 

Job leaned toward her with a look of devote d ia- 
quiry. 

"Has the tide turned?" 

" Certainly. Two hours since." 
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" The beach is passable, then 1" 
"Hardly, I fear.'* 

" No matter. How many hours' drive is it to Sa- 
lem r 

"Mr. Slingsby drives it in two." 

"Then you'll get Mr. Slingsby to lend you his 
stanhope, drive to Salem, have this bracelet mended, 
and bring' it back in time for the ball. / have spokm, 
as the Grand Turk says. Mlez .'" 

" But my dear Miss Carroll " 

She laid her hand on his mouth as he began to re- 
monstrate, and while I made signs to him to refuse, 
she said something to him which I lost in a sudden 
dash of the waters. He looked at me for my consent. 

" Oh ! you can have Mr. Slingsby's horse," said the 
beauty, as I hesitated whether my refusal would not 
check her tyranny, " and I'll drive him out this evening 
for his reward, JNT'e^f-Jfe pas ? you cross man !" 

So, with a sun hot enough to fry the brains in his 
skull, and a quivering reflection on the sands that 
would burn his face to a blister, exit Job, with the bro- 
ken bracelet in his bosom. 

"Stop, Mr. Slingsby," said the imperious little belle, 
as I was making up a mouth, after his departure, to 
express my disapprobation of her measures, " no lec- 
ture, if you please. Give me that book of plays, and 
m read you a precedent. Because you are virtuous, 
shall we have no more cakes and ale ? Ecoutez ! And, 
with an emphasis and expression that would have 
been perfect on the stage, she read the following pas- 
sage from " The Careless Husband :" — • 

" Lady Betty. The men of sense, jay dear, make 
the best fools in the world ; their sincerity and good 
breeding throw them so entirely into one's power, and 
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give one such an agreeable thirst of usmg them ill) 
show that power — 'tis impossible not to quench it. 

" Lady Easy. But, my Lord Morelove — 

" Lady B. Pooh ! my Lord Morelove's a mere I 
dian damask— one can't wear him out ; o' my co 
science, I must give him to my woman at last. I b 
gin to be known by him ; had I not best leave bi 
oflF,mydear? 

" Lady E. Why did you ever encourage him 1 

" Lady B. Why, what would you have one d( 
For my part, I could no more choose a man by i 
eye than a shoe— one must draw them on a little, 
see if they are right to one's foot. 

" Lady E. But I'd no more fool on with a mai 
could not like, than wear a shoe that pinched me. 

" Lady B. Ay ; but then a poor wretch tells o 
he'll widen'em, or do any thing, and is so civil a 
silly, that one does not know M^ to turn sueh a tri 
as a pair of shoes, or a heart, upon a fellow's hai 
again. 

" Lady E, And there's my Lord Foppington. 

" Lady B. My dear ! fine fruit will have flies ab( 
it ; but, poor things ! they do it no harm ; for, if j 
observe, people are generally most apt to choose tl 
the flies have beei\ busy with. Ha ! ha ! 

** Lady E. Thou art a strange, giddy creature ! 

" Lady B. That may be from too much circlat 
of thought, my dear !" 

/* Pray, Miss Carroll," said I, as she trew aside 
book with :^ theatrical air, "have you anypreced 
for broiling a man's brains, as well as breaking 
heart ? For, by this time, my friend Forbearance 1 
a coup de soZetZ, and is hissing over the beach lik 
steam-engine." 

" How tiresome you are ! Do you really thin] 
willkaihimr 
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3 ji- ''It nught injure him seriously — let alone the dan- 
itf ger of driving a spirited horse over the beach, with the 

I tide quarter-down." 
^nl "What shall I do to be 'taken out of the comer,' 
i Mr.Slingsbyr 

If " Order your horses an hour sooner, and drive to 
il Lynn, to meet him half way on his return. I will re- 
f siune my stanhope, and give him the happiness of 
driving back with you." 

" And shall I be gentle Blanche Carrol], and no 
ogre, if I do ?" 
"Yes; Mr. Smith surviving." 
" Take the trouble to give my orders, then ; and 
come back immediately, and read to me till it is time 
to go. Meantime, I shall look at myself in this black 
mirror." And the spoilt, but most lovely girl bent 
over a dark popl in the comer of the cave, forming a 
picture on its shadowy background that drew a mur- 
mur of admiration even from the neglected group who 
had been the silent and disapproving witnesses of her 
caprice." 

IV. 

A thunder-cloud strode into the sky vrith the rapi- 
dity which marks that common phenomenon ot a 
breathless summer afternoon in America, darkened the 
air for a few minutes, so that the birds betook them- 
selves to their nests, and then poured out its refresh- 
ing waters with the most terrible flashes of lightning, 
and crashes of thunder, which for a moment seemed to 
still even the eternal base of the sea. With the same 
fearful rapidity, the black roof of the sky tore apart, and 
fell back, in rolling and changing masses, upon the 
horizon ; the sun darted with intense brilliancy 
through the clarified and transparent air ; the light- 
stirring breeze came freighted with delicious coolness; 
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and the heavy sea-birds, who had lain brooding oil 
the waves while the tumult of the elements went on, 
rose on their scimitar-like wings, and fled away^ with 
incomprehensible instinct, from the beautiful and 
freshened land. The whole face of earth and sky ha(i 
been changed in an hour. 

Oh, of what Ailness of delight are even the sensej 
capable ! What a nerve there is sometimes in ever] 
pore ! What love for all living and all inanimate 
things may be born of a summer shower ! How stir 
the fancy, and brightens hope, and warms the heart 
and sings the spirit within us, and the mere animal jo; 
with which the lark flees into heaven! And yet, c 
this exquisite capacity for pleasure we take so littl 
care ! We refine our taste, we elaborate and finis! 
ouy mental perception, we study the beautiful, ths 
we may know it when it appears, — ydk the senses b 
which these faculties are approached, the stops b 
which this fine instrument is played, are trifled wit 
and neglected. We forget that a single excess blui 
and confuses the music written on our minds; w 
forget that an untimely vigil weakens and bewilder 
the delicate minister to our inner temple ; we knoT 
not, or act as if we knew not, that the fine and easily 
jarred harmony of health is not the only interpreter c 
Nature to our souls ; in short, we drink too muc 
claret, and eat too much pate foie gras. Do yo 
understand me, gourmand et gourmet ? 

Blanche Carroll was a beautiful whip, and the tw' 
bay ponies in her phaeton were quite aware of it. L 
Bruyere says, with his usual wisdom, "Une bell 
femme qui a les qualites d'un honnete homme est c 
qu'ill y a au monde d'un commeice plus delicieux; 
and, to a certain degree, masculine accomplishment 
too, are very winning in a woman — ^if pretty ; if plair 
she is not only expected to be quite feminine, bu 
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^ quite perfect. Foibles are as hateful in a woman who 
S (iocs not possess beauty, as they are engaging in a wo- 
^ man who. does. Clouds are only lovely when the 
^ heavens are bright. 

■^ She looked loveliest while driving, did Blanche 
Carroll, for she was born to rule, and the expression 
* native to her lip was energy and nerve ; and as she 
^ sat with her little foot pressed against the dasher, and 
'- reined in those spirited horses, the finely-pencilled 
^ mouth, usually playful or pettish, was pressed to- 
h gether in a curve as warlike as Miiierva's, and twice 
3!? as captivating. She drove, too, as capriciously as 
'- she acted. At one moment her fleet ponies fled over 
i the sand at the top of their speed, and at the next they 
^ were brought down to a walk, with a suddenness 
^■. which threatened to bring them upon their hauncl\es. 
Now far up on the dry sand, cutting a zigzag to 
lengthen the way, and again below at the tide edge, 
with the 'waves breaking over her seaward wheel ; 
all her powers at one instant engrossed in pushing 
them to their fastest trot, and in another the reins 
lying loose on their backs, while she discussed some 
sudden flight of philosophy. " Be his fairy, his page, 
his every thing that love and poetry have invented,'* 
said Roger Ascham to Lady Jane Grey, just before 
her mar^-iage ; but Blanche Carroll was almost the 
only woman I ever saw capable of the beau ideal of 
&ficinating characters. 

Between Miss Carroll and myself there was a safe 
and cordial friendship. Besides loving another better, 
she was neither earnest, nor true, nor afiectionate 
enough to come at all within the rage of my possible 
attachments, and though I admired her, she felt that 
the necessary sympathy was wanting for love ; and, 
the idea of fooling me with the rest once abandoned, 
vre were the greatest of allies. She told me all her 
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triumphs, and I listened and laughed \nthout 
it worth while to burden her with my confidence 
return ; and you n^ay as well make a memorandi 
gentle reader, that that is a very basis for a fiie 
ship. Nothing bores women or worldly persons 80^ 
much as to return their secrets with your own. 

As we drew near the extremity of the beach, a bw 
rode up on horseback, and presented Miss Carroll wiA 
a note. I observed that it was written on a very diitj 
slip of paper, and was waiting to be enlightened as to 
its contents, when she slipped it into her belt, took titt 
whip from the box, and flogging her .ponies throogli 
the neavy sand of the outer beach, went ofi*, at a pace 
which seemed to engross all her attention, on her roa( 
to Lynn. We reached the hotel and she had no 
spoken a syllable, and as I made a point of never in 
quiring into any thing that seemed odd in her conduc 
I merely stole a glance at her face, which wore th 
expression of mischievous satisfaction which I like 
the least of its common expression, and desende 
from the phaeton with the simple remark, that Jo 
eould not have arrived, as I saw nothing of my stan 
hope in the yard. 

" Mr. Slingsby." It was the usual preface to askinj 
3ome particular favor. 

« Miss CarroU.'' 

" Will you be so kind as to walk to the library an( 
select me a book to your own taste, and ask no ques 
tions as to what I do with myself meantime 1" 

" But, my dear Miss Carroll — ^your father '* 

** Will feel quite satisfied when he hears that Cat( 
wras with me. Leave the ponies to the groom, Cato 
md follow me.'' I looked after her as she walkec 
iown the village street with the old black behind her 
not at all certain of the propriety of my acquiescence 
Dut feeling that there was no help for it. 
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I lounged away a half hour at. the hbrary, and found 
Miss Carroll waiting for me on my return. There 
were no signs of Bruiri ; and as she seemed impatient 
to be oflF, I jumped into the phaeton, and away we flew 
to the beach as fast as her ponies could be driven 
under the whip. As we descended upon the sands she 
spoke for the fir^t time. 

" It is 80 civil of you to ask no questions, Mr, Slings- 
by ; but you are not offended with me ?" 

" If you have got into no scrape while under my 
charge, I shall certainly be too happy to shake hands 
upon it to-morrow." 

^* Are you quite sure ?" she asked archly* 

" Quite sure." 

" So am not I," she said with a merry laugh ; and in 
her excessive amusement she drove down to the sea, till 
the surf broke over the nearest pony's back, and filled 
the bottom of the phaeton with water. Our wet feet 
were now a fair apology for haste, and taking the reins 
from her, I drove rapidly home, while she wrapped 
herself in her shawl, and sat apparently absorbed in the 
coming of the twilight over the sea* 

I slept late after the ball, though I had gone to bed 
exceedingly anxious about Bruin, who had natyet made 
his appearance. The tide would prevent his crossing 
the beach after ten in the morning, however, and I made 
myself tolerably easy till the sands were passable with 
the evening ebb. The high-water mark was scarcely 
deserted by the waves, when the same boy who had. 
delivered the note to Miss Carroll the day before, rode 
up from the beach on a panting horse, and delivered 
me the following note :-^ 

** Drar PhiuPj— tYou will be surpsised to hew 
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that I am in the Lynn gaol on a chaise of thefi ttl^e 
utterance of counterfeit money. I do not wait to l^br< 
you the particulars. Please come and identify 

" Your*s truly, 
«F. SMim" 



I got upon the boy's horse, and hurried over 
beach with whip and spur. I stopped at the justic 
office, and that worthy seemed imcommonly pleasedl 
see me. 

" We have got him, sir," said he. 

"Got whom 1" I asked rather shortly. 

" Why the fellow that stole your stanhope and Ntol 
Carroll's bracelet, and passed a twenty dollar counte^: 
feit bill — Shan't you beam on't ?" 

The justice's incredulity, when I told him it wa« 
probably the most intimate friend I had in the wori4 
would have amused me at any other time. 

"Will you allow me to see the prisoner?' I 
asked. 

" Be sure I will. I let Miss Carroll have a peep at 
him yesterday, and what do you think 1 Oh Lord ! 
he wanted to make her believe she knew him ! Good I 
wasn't it ? Ha ! ha ! And such an ill-looking fellow 1 
Why, I'd know him for a thief any where ! Your in- 
timate friend, Mr. Slingsby ! Oh, Lord ! when you 
come to see him ! Ha ! ha !" 

We were at the prison-door. The grating bolts 
turned slowly, the ddbr swung rustily on its hinges as 
if it was not often used, and in the next minute I was 
enfolded in Job's arms, who sobbed and laughed, and 
was quite hysterical with his delight. I scarce won- 
dered at the justice's prepossessions when I looked at 
the figure he made. His hat knocked in, his coat mud- 
dy, his hair full of the dust of straw — ^the natural 
hideousness of poor Job had every possible aggrava- 
tion. 
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We were in the stanhope, and fairly on the beach, 
jefore he had sufficiently recovered to tell me the stoly. 
He had arrived quite overheated at Lynn, but, in a 
burry to execute Miss Carroll's commission, he merely 
took a glass of soda-water, had Thalaba's mouth wash- 
ed, and drove on. A mile on his way, he was over- 
taken by a couple of ostlers on horseback, who very 
roughly ordered him back to the inn. He refused, and 
I fight ensued, which ended in his being tied into the 
stanhope, and driven back as a prboner. The large 
aote, which he had given for lus soda-watfer, it ap- 
peared, was a counterfeit, and placards, offering a re- 
ward for the detection of a villain, described in the 
usual manner as an ill-looking fellow, had been stick- 
ing up for some days in the village. He was taken 
before the justice, who declared at first sight that he 
mswered the description in the advertisement. His 
stubborn refusal to give the whole of his name, (he 
would rather have died, I suppose,) his possession of 
my stanhope, which was immediately recognised, and 
lastly, the bracelet found in his pocket, of which he 
refused indignantly to give any account, were circum- 
stances enough to leave no doubt on the mind of the 
worthy justice. He made out his mittimtis forthwith, 
granting Job's request that he might be allowed to 
write a note to Miss Carroll,*who, he knew, would 
drive over the beach toward evening,) as a very great 
favor. She arrived as he expected. 

" And what in heaven's name did she say ?' said I, 
interested beyond my patience at this part of the story. 

"Expressed the greatest astonishment when the 
justice showed her the bracelet, and declared she n^er 
saw me before in her life P^. 

That Job forgave Blanche Carroll in two days, and 
gave her a pair of gloves with some verses on the 
third, will surprise only those who have not seen that 
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lady. It would seem incredible, but here ar 
verses, as large as life : — 

" Slave of thy snow white hand ! I fold 

My spirit in thy fabric fair ; 
And when that dainty hand is cold, 

And rudely comes the wintry air, 
Press in thy light and straining fofm 
Those slender fingers sofl and Vv^arm ; 

And as the fine traced veins within 
Ctuicken their bright and rosy fiow, 

And gratefully the dewy skin 
Clings to the form that warms it so, 

Tell her my heart is hiding there, 
Trembling to be so closely prest, 

Yet feels how brief its moments are, 
■ And saddens even to be blest — 

Fated to serve her for a day, 
^_ And then, like thee, be flung away. 
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FROST AND FLIRTATION. . 

** Oh yes — for you're in love with m< / 

(I'm very glad of it, I'm sure ;) 
But then you are not rich, you see, 

And I- — -you know I'm very poor ! . 
'Tis true that 1 can drive a tandem— 

'Tis true that I can turn a sonnet — 
'Tis true I leave the law at random, 

When I should study — plague upon it ! 
But this is not — excuse me I — m y ! 

(A thing they give for house and land ;) 
And we must eat in matrimony — ■ 
And love is neither bread nor honey — 

And so you understand ?" 

"Thou art spotless as the snow, lady mnie, lady mine! 

Thou art spotless as the snow, lady mine ! 
But the noon will have its ray, 
And snow-wreaths melt away — 
And hearts,^why should not they ?— 
Why not thine ?" 



r began to snow. The air softened ; the pattering of 
horses' hoofs was muflSed with the impeded vibra- 
; the sleigh glided on with a duller souud ; the 
e loose flakes fell soft and fast, and tbe low and 
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just audible murmur, like the tread of a fairy 1 
melted on the ear with a drowsy influence, as 
were a descent of palpable sleep upon the earth, 
may talk of falling water — of the running of a b] 
— of, the humming song of an old crone on a 
vigil-^-or of the levi susuirro of the bees of Hybl 
but ther^ is nothing like the falling of the snow 
soft and soothing music. You hear it or not as 
will, but it melts into your soul unaware. If you 1: 
ever a heart-ache, or feel the need of " poppj 
mandragora," or, like myself, grow sometimes a-w< 
of the stale repetitions of this imvaried world, i 
me out in Massachusetts, when the wind softens 
veers south, after a frost — say in January. Tl 
shall have been a long-lying snow on the ground, i 
trodden. The road shall be as smooth as the p 
to our first sins — of a seeming perpetual declivit 
it were — and never a jolt or jar between us and 
edge of the horizon ; but all onward and down a] 
rently, with an insensible ease. You sit beside ra 
my spring-sleigh, hung with the lightness of a i 
web cradle for a fairy's child in the trees. One h« 
is in the harness, of a swift and even pace, and aro 
his neck is a string of fine, small bells,, that ring tc 
measured step in a kind of muffled music, softer 
softer as the snow-flakes thicken in the air. \ 
seat is of the shape of the fauteuU in your libr 
cushioned and deep, and with a backward and ge 
slope, and your are enveloped to the eye-lids in w 
furs. You settle down, with every muscle in rep 
the visor of vour ermine cap just shedding the si 
from your forehead, and with a word, the grc 
stands back, and the horse speeds on, steady, but be 
tifuUy fast. The bells, which you hear loudly at 4 
begin to deaden, and the low hum of the alighi 
flakes steals gradually on your ear ; and soon tbe.h< 
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strokes are as silent as if the steed were shod with 
i¥ool, and away you flee through the white air, like 
birds asleep upon the wing diving through the feathery 
fleeces of the moon. Your eye-lids fall — ^forgetfulness 
steals upon the senses — a delicious torpor takes pos- 
session of the uneasy Wood — and hrain and thought 
yield to an intoxicating and trance-like slumber. It 
were perhaps too much to ask that any human bosom 
may go scathless to the grave ; but in my own un- 
worthy petitions I usually supplicate^ that my heart 
may be broken about Christmas. I know an anodyne 
o' that season. 

Fred Fleming and I occupied one of the seven long 
seats in a stage-sleigh, flying at this-time twelve miles 
iii the hour, (yet not fast enough for our impatience,) 
westward from the University gates. The sleighing 
had been perfect for a week, and the cold keen air had 
softened for the first time that morning, and assumed 
the warm and woolly complexion that foretokened 
snow. Though not very cheerful in its aspect, this 
is an atmosphere particularly pleasant to breathe, and 
Fred, who was making his first move after a six 
weeks' fever, sat with the furs away from his mouth, 
nostrils expanded, lips parted, and the countenance 
altogether of a man in a high state of physical enjoy- 
ment. I had nursed him through his illness, by the 
way, in my own rooms, and hence our position as 
fellow-travellers. A pressing invitation from his 
father to come home with him to Skaneateles, for the 
holidays, had diverted me from i»y usual winter jour- 
ney to the North ; and for the firsfr time in my life, I 
was going upon a long visit to a strange roof. My 
imagination had never more business upon its hands. 

Fred had described to me, over and over again, 
every person I was to meet, brothers, sisters, aunts, 
cousins, and friends — a household of thirty people, 
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guests included ; but there was one person among them 
of whom his descriptions, amplified as they were, were 
very unsatisfactory. 

" Is she so very plain f ' I asked for the twentieth 
time. 

** Abominably !" 

" And immense black eyes V^ 

" Saucers !" 

" And lai^e mouth V* 

" Huge !" 

" And very dark ?" 

" Like a squaw !" 

" And skinny hands, did you say ?* 

" Lean, long, and pokerish !" 

" And so very clever !" 

" Knows every thing, Phil !" 

" But a sweet voice 1" 

" Um ! every body says so.'' 

" And high temper ?" 

" She's the devil, Phil ! don't ask any more ques- 
tions about her." 

" You don't like her then ?' 

** She never condescends to speak to me ; how 
should I !" 

And thereupon I put my head out of the sleigh, and 
employed myself with catching the snow-flakes on my 
nose, and thinking whether Edith Linsey would like 
me or no ; for through all Fred's derogatory descrip- 
tions, it was clearly evident that she was the ruling 
spirit of the hospitable household of the Flemings. 

As we got farther on, the new snow became deeper, 
and we found that the last storm had been heavier 
here than in the country from which we had come. 
The occasional farm-bouses were almost wholly 
buried, the black chimney alone appearing above the 
ridgy drifts, while the tops of the doors and windows 
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ay below the level of the trodden road, from which a 
lescending passage was cut to the threshold, like the 
entrance to a cave in the earth. The fences were 
]uite invisible. The fruit-trees looked diminished to 
ihrubberies of snow flowers, their trunks buried under 
he visible surface, and their branches loaded with the 
itill falling flakes, till they bent beneath the burden. 
>}othing was abroad, for nothing could stir out of the 
*oad without danger of being lost, and we dreaded to 
meet even a single sleigh, lest in turning out, the 
liorses should "slump" beyond their depth, in the un- 
trodden drifts. The poor animals began to labor se- 
verely, and sunk at every step over their knees in the 
clogging and wool-like substance ; and the long and , 
cumbrous sleigh rose and fell in the deep pits like a 
boat in a heavy sea. It seemed impossible to get on. 
Twice we brought up with a terrible plunge and stood 
suddenly still, for the runners had struck in too deep 
for the strength of the horses ; and with the snow- 
shovels, which formed a part of the furniture of the 
vehicle, we dug them from their concrete beds. Our 
progress at last was reduced to scarce a mile in the 
hour, and we began to have apprehensions that our 
team would give out between tihe post-houses. For- 
tunately it was still warm, for the numbness of cold 
would have paralyzed our already flagging exertions. 

We had reached the summit of a long hill with the 
greatest difficulty. The poor beasts stood panting and 
reeking with sweat ; the runners of the sleigh were 
clogged with hard cakes of snow, and the air was 
close and dispiriting. We came to a stand-still, with 
the vehicle lying over almost on its side, and I stepped 
out to speak to the driver and look forward. It was 
a discouraging prospect ; a long deep valley lay before 
us, closed at the distance of a couple of miles by ano- 
th^ steep hill, through a cleft in the top of which lay 
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our way. We could not even distinguish the line of 
the road between. Our disheartened animals stood at 
this moment buried to their breasts, and to get forward 
without rearing at every step seemed impossible. The 
driver sat on his box looking uneasily down into the 
valley. It was one undulating ocean of snow, not a 
^gn of a human habitation to be seen, and even the 
' trees indistinguishable from the general mass, by their 
whitened and overladen branches. The storm had 
ceased, but the usual sharp cold that succeeds a warm 
fall of snow had not yet lightened the clamminess of 
the new-fallen flakes, and they clung around the foot 
like clay, rendering every step a toil. 

" Your leaders are quite blown," I said to the driver, 
as he slid off his uncomfortable seat. 

" Pretty nearly, sir." 

" And your wheelers are not much better." 

" Sca'cely." 

" And what do you think of the weather 1" 

" It'll be damation cold in an hour." - As he spoke 
he looked up to the sky, which was already peeling 
off its clouds in long stripes, Uke the skin of an orange, 
and looked as hard and cold as marble between the 
widening rifts. A sudden gust of a more chilling 
temperature followed immediately upon his prediction, 
and the long cloth curtains of the sleigh flew clear of 
their slight pillars, and shook off their fringes of icicles. 

" Could you shovel a little. Mister 1" said the driver, 
handing me one of the broad wooden utensils from his 
foot-board, and commencing himself, afler having 
thrown off his box-coat, by heaving up a solid cake of 
the moist snow at the side of the road. 

" It's just to make a place to rub down them creturs," 
said he as I looked at him, quite puzzled to know what 
he was going to do. 

Fred was too weak to assist us, and having righted 
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the vehicle a little, and tied down the flapping cur- 
tains, he wrapped himself in his cloak, and I set hear* 
tily to work with my shovel. In a few minutes, taking 
advantage of the hollow of a drift, we had cleared a 
small area of frozen ground, and releasing the tired 
animals from their harness, we rubbed them well down 
with the straw from the bottom of the sleigh. The 
persevering driver then cleared the runners of their 
iced and clinging masses, and a half hour having 
elapsed, he produced two bottles of rum from his box, 
and, giving each of the horses a dose, put them again 
to their traces. 

We heaved out of the jnt into which the sleigh had 
settled, and for the 'first mile it was down hill, and 
we got on with comparative ease. The sky was by 
this time almost bare, a dark, slaty mass of clouds 
alone settling on the horizon in the quarter of the 
wind, while the sun, as powerless as moonlight, 
poured with dazzling splendor on the snow, and the 
gusts came keen and bitter across the sparkling waste, 
rimming the nostrils as if with bands of steel, and 
penetrating to the innermost nerve, with thdr pun- 
gent iciness. No protection seemed of any avaiL 
The whole surface of the body ached as if it were 
laid against a slab of ice. The throat closed in- 
stinctively, and contracted its unpleasant respiration-— 
the body and limbs drew irresistibly together, to econo- 
mize, like a hedge-hog, the exposed surface — ^the hands 
and feet felt transmuted to lead — and across the fore« 
head, below the pressure of the cap, there was a. 
binding and oppressive ache, as if a bar <^ frosty 
iron had been let into the skull. The mind, metm- 
time, seemed freezing up — unwillingness to stir, and 
inability to think of any thing but the cold, becomisg 
every iastant more decided. 

From the bend of the valley our dijQScukiea became 

11* 
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more serious. The drift often lay across the road 
like a wall, some feet above the heads of the horses, 
and we had dug through one or two, and had been 
once upset, and often near it, before we came to the 
steepest part of the ascent. The horses had by this 
time begun to feel the excitement of the rum, and 
bounded on through the snow with continual leaps, 
jerking the sleigh after them with a violence that 
threatened momently to break the traces. The steam 
from their bodies froze instantly, and covered them 
with a coat like hoar-frost, and spite of their hciait, 
and the unnatural and violent exertions they were 
making, it was evident by the pricking of their ears, 
and the sudden crouch of the body when a stronger 
blast swept over, that the cold struck through even 
their hot and intoxicated blood. 

We toiled up, leap after leap, and it seemed mira- 
culous to me that the now infuriated animals did not 
burst a blood-vessel or crack a sinew with every one 
of those terrible springs. The sleigh plunged on 
after them, stopping dead and short at every other 
moment, and reeling over the heavy drifts like a boat 
in a surging sea. A finer crystallization had mean- 
time taken place upon the surface of the moist snow, 
and the powdered particles flew almost insensibly on 
the blasts of wind, filling the eyes and hair, and cut- 
ting the skin with a sensation like the touch of needle- 
points. The driver and his maddened but almost 
exhausted team were blinded by the glittering and 
whirling eddies, the cold grew intenser every mo- 
ment, the forward motion gradually less and less, and 
when, with the very last effort apparently, we reach- 
ed a spot on the summit of the hill, which, from its 
exposed situation, had been kept bare by the wind, 
the patient and persevering whip brought his horses 
to a stand, and despaired, for the first time, of his pro- 
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pects of getting on. I crept out of the sleigh, the 
iron-bound runners of which now grated on the bare 
ground, but found it impossible to stand upright. 

"If you can use your hands," said the driver, 
turning his back to the wind which stung the face 
like the lash of a whip, " I'll trouble you to untackle 
them horses." 

I set about it, while he buried his hands and face 
in the snow to relieve them for a moment from the 
agony of cold. The poor animals staggered stiffly as 
I pushed them aside, and every vein stood out from 
their bodies like ropes under the skin. 

" What are you going to do 1" I asked, as he joined 
me again, and taking off the harness of one of the 
leaders, flung it into the snow. 
" Ride for life !" was his ominous answer. 
" Good God ! and what is to become of my sick 
friend 1" 

" The Almighty knows — if he can't ride to the 
tavern !" 

I sprang instantly to poor Fred, who was lying in 
the bottom of the sleigh almost frozen to death, in- 
formed him of the driver's decision, and asked him if 
he thought he could ride one of the horses. He was 
beginning to grow drowsy, the first symptom of death 
by cold, and could with difficulty be roused. With 
the driver's assistance, however, I lifted him out of the 
sleigh, shook him soundly, and making stirrups of the. 
traces, set him upon one of the horses, and started 
him off before us. The poor beasts seemed to have a 
presentiment of the necessity of exertion, and though 
stiff and sluggish, entered willingly upon the deep 
drift which blocked up the way, and toiled exhaustedly 
on. The cold in our exposed position was agonizing. 
Every small fibre in the skin of my own face felt 
splitting and cracked, and my eyelids seemed made of 
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ice. Our limbs soon lost all sensation. I could only 
press with my knees to the horse's side, and the whole 
collected energy of my frame seemed expended in the 
exertion. Fred held on wonderfully. The driver had 
^till the use of his arm, and rode behind, flogging the 
poor animals on, whose every step seemed to be the 
last summons of energy. The sun set, and it was 
rather a relief, for the glitter upon the snow was ex- 
ceedii^ly painful to the sight, and there was no 
warmth in its beams. I could see my poor friend 
drooping gradually to the neck of his horse, but until 
he should drop off it was impossible to assist him, and 
his faithful animal still waded on. I felt my own 
strength fast ebbing away. If I had been alone, I 
should certainly have lain down, with the almost irre- 
sistible inclination to sleep, but the thought of roy 
friend, and the shouting of the energetic driver, 
nerved me from time to time, and with hands hanging 
helplessly down, and elbows fastened convulsively to 
my side, we plunged and struggled painfully forward. 
I but remember being taken afterwards to a fire, and 
shrinking from it with a shriek — ^the suffering of re- 
viving consciousness was so intolerable. We had 
reached the tavern literally frozen upon our horses. 

II. 

I was balancing my spoon on the edge of a cup at 
the breakfast table, the morning after our arrival, wnen 
Fred stopped in the middle of an eulogium on my vir- 
tues as a nurse, and a lady entering at the saipe mo- 
ment, he said simply in parenthesis, " My cousin Edith, 
Mr. Slingsby," and went on with his story. I rose 
and bowed, and as Fred had the parole^ I had time to 
collect my courage, and take a look at the enemy's 
camp-^or, of that considerable household, I felt my 
star to be in conjunction Or opposition with hers only, 
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who was at that moment my vis-a-vis across a dish of 
stewed oysters. 

In about five minutes of rapid mental portrait paint- 
ing, I had taken a likeness of Edith Linsey, which I 
see at this moment, (I have carried it about the world 
for ten years,) as distinctly as the incipient lines of age 
in this thin-wearing hand. My feelings changed in 
that time from dread or admiration, or something be- 
tween these, to pity ; she was so unscrupulously and 
hopelessly plain — ^so wretchedly ill and suflFering in 
her aspect — so spiritless and unhappy in every motion 
and look. I'll win her hearty" thought I, " by being 
kind to her. Poor thing ! it will be something new to 
her, I dare say !" Oh, Philip Slingsby ! what a doom- 
ed donkey thou wert for that sill;y soliloquy. 

And yet even as she sat there, leaning over her un- 
tasted breakfast, listless, ill, and melancholy — with her 
large mouth, her protruding eyes, her dead and sallow 
complexion, and not one redeeming feature — ^there was 
something in her face which produced a phantom of 
beauty in my mind — ^a glimpse, a shadowing of a coun- 
tenance that Beatrice Cenci might have worn at her 
last innoceht orison — a loveliness moulded and exalt- 
ed by superhuman and overpowering mind — ^instinct 
through all its sweetness with energy and fire. So 
strong was this phantom portrait, that in all my thoughts 
of her as angel in heaven, (for I supposed her dying 
fox: many a month, and a future existence was her own 
most frequent theme,) she always rose to my fancy 
with a face half Niobe, half Psyche, radiantly lovely. 
And this, too with a face of her own, a 6<wui fde phy- 
siognomy, that must have made a mirror an unplea- . 
sant article of furniture in her chamber. 

I have no suspicion in my own mind, whether Time 
Vas drunk or sober during the succeeding week of 
those Christmas holidays. The second Saturday had 
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come round, and I just remember that Fred was v 
much out of humor with me for having appearec 
his friends to be every thing he had said I was not, \ 
nothing he had said I was. He had described me as 
most uproarious, noisy, gdod-humored, and agrees 
dog in the world. And I was not that at all — p£ 
cularly the last. The old judge told him he had 
improved in his penetration at the University. 

A week ! and what a life had been clasped wi 
its brief calendar, for me ! Edith Linsey was 
years older than I, and I was considered a boy. 
was thought to be dying slowly, but irretrievabl; 
consumption ; and it was little matter whom she lb 
or how. They would only have been pleased, if 
a new affection, she could beguile the preying me 
choly of illness ; for by that gentle name they ca 
in their kindness, a caprice and a bitterness of cha 
terthat, had she been less a sufferer, would not I 
been endured for a day. But she was not caprici 
or bitter to me ! Oh no ! And from the very extr< 
of her impatience with others — from her rudeness, 
violence, her sarcasm — she came to me with a h 
softer than a child's and wept upon my hands, 
weighed every word that might give me offence, 
watched to anticipate my lightest wish, and was h 
ble, and generous, and passionately loving and de 
dant. Her heart sprang to me with a rebound, 
gave herself up to me with an utter and despi 
abandonment, that owed something to her pec 
character, but more to her own solemn conviction 
she was dying — that her best hope of life was 
worth a week's purchase. 

We had begun with books, and upon them her 
enthusiasm had hitherto been released. She loved 
favorite authors with a passion. They had. reli 
her heart ; and there was nothing of poetry or phil 
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that was deep or beautiful, in which she had not 
ped her very soul. How well I remember her re- 
ing to me from Shelley, those glorious lines to the 
ing swan — 

'* Thou hast a home, 
Beautiful bird ! Thou vo^agest to tbiiie home- 
Where thy sweet mate will twine her downy neck 
With thine, and welcome thj return with eyes 
Bright with the lustre of their own fond joy. 
And what am I, that I should linger here, 
With voice far sweeter than thy dying notes, , 
Spirit more vast than thine, frame more attuned 
To beauty, wasting these surpassing powers 
To the deaf air, to the blind earth and heaven 
That echoes not my thoughts !" 

'here was a long room in the southern wing oi 
house, fitted up as a library. It was a heavily- 
ained, dim old place, with deep-embayed windows, 
so many nooks, and so much furniture, that there 
that hushed air, that absence of echo within it, 
ch is the great charm of a haunt for study or 
ight. It was Edith's kingdom. She might lock 
door, if she pleased, or shut or open the windows ; 
ihort, when she was there, no one thought of dis- 
ling her, and she was like a " spirit in its cell," in- 
)le and inviolate. And here I drank into my very 
and soul the outporings of a bosom that had been 
ced till (as we both thought) the last hour of its 
— a flow of mingled intellect and passion that over- 
my heart like lava, sweeping every thing into its 
stless fire, and (may God forgive her !) leaving it 
rched and desolate when its mocking brightness 
gone out. 

remember that "Elia" — Charles Lamb's Elia — 
I the favorite of favorites among her books ; and 
tly that the late death of this most-to-be-loved author 
linded me to look it up, and partly to have time to 
w back my indiflference over a subject that it some-^ 
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thihg stirs me to recall, you shall read an imidttioi) ( 
continuatioD, if you will,) that I did for Edith's e; 
of his *^ Essay on Books and Reading." I sat 
her dry and fleshless hand in mine while I read it 
her, and the fingers of Pysche were never fairer to C 
nova than they to me. 

'Mt is a little singular," I began, (looking into b 
eyes as long as I could remember what I had writte 
*^ that, among all the elegancies of sentiment for w' 
the age is remarkable, no one should ever have tb' 
of writing a book upon "Reading.' The refinemei 
of the true epicure in books are surely as various 
those of the gastronome and the opium-eater ; and 
can conceive of no reason why a topic of such natu 
occurrence should have been so long neglected, unl' 
it is that the taste itself, being rather a growth of indo-' 
lence, has never numbered among its votaries one of tte 
busy craft of writers. 

" The great proportion of men read, as they eat, to 
hunger. I do not consider them readers. The tru( 
secret of the thing is no more adapted to their comprc 
hension, than the sublimations of Louis Eustache Ud* 
for the taste of a day-laborer. The refined reading 
taste, like the palate of goumiafideriey must have go 
beyond appetite — ^gross appetite. It shall be that of i 
man who, having fed through childhood and youth oi 
simple knowledge, values now only, as it were, tht 
apotheosis of learning — the spiritual nare. Ther 
are, it is true, instances of a keen natural relish : a bo; 
as you will sometimes find one, of a premature thought 
fulness, will carry a favorite author in his bosom, am 
feast greedily on it in his stolen hours. Elia tells tb 
exquisite story : — 

* I saw a boy, with eager eye, 
Open a book upon a stall. 
And read as heM devour it all ; 
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lich, when the stall-man did espy, 
Soon to the boy I heard him call, 
* You Sir, you never buy a book, 
Therefore in one vou sliiall not look V 
The bov passM slowly on, and with a sigh, 
He wishM he never had been taught to read. 
Then "of the old churPs books he should have had no need.' 

*' The pleasure as well as the profit of reading de- 
pends as much upon time and manners^ as upon the 
book. The mind is an opal — changing its color 
with every shifting shade. Ease of position is espe- 
cially necessary. A muscle strained, a nerve unpois- 
edy an admitted sunbeam caught upon a mirror, are 
slight circumstances ; but a feather may tickle the 
dreamer from paradise to earth. ^ Many a froward 
axiom,' says a refined writer, ' many an inhumane 
thought hath arisen from sitting uncomfortably, or 
from a want of symmetry in your chamber. Who 
has not felt, at times an unaccountable disrelish for 
a favorite author 1 Who has not, by a sudden noise 
in the street, been startled from a reading dream, and 
found, afterwards, that the broken spell was not to 
be re-wound 1 An ill-tied cravat may unlmk the rich 
harmonies of Taylor. You would not think Barry 
Cornwall the delicious heart he is, reading him in a 
tottering chair. 

" There is much in the mood with which you come 
to a book. If you have been vexed out of doors, the 
good-humor of an author seems unnatural. I think 
I should scarce relish the ' gentle spiriting' of Ariel 
with a pulse of ninety in the minute. Or if I had 
been touched by the unkindness of a friend, Jack 
Falstaff would not move me to laughter as easily as 
he is wont There are tones of the mind, however, 
to which a book will vibrate with a harmony than 
which there is nothmg more exquisite in Nature. To 
go abroad at sunrise ir\ June, and admit all the holy 

VOL. I. IS 
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influences of the hour — stHhiess, and purity, and 
bahn — to a mind subdued and di^ified, as the minii 
will be by the sacred tranquility of sleep, and then to 
come in with bathed and refreshed senses, and a tem- 
per of as clear joyfulness as the soaring lark's, and 
sit down to Milton, or Spenser, or, almost loftier still, 
the divine ^Prometheus' of SheUy, has seemed to 
me a harmony of delight almost too heavenly to be 
human. The great secret of such pleasure is sym- 
pathy. You must climb to the eagle poef s eyrie. Yon 
must have senses, like his, for the music that is only 
audible to the fine ear of thought,, and the beauty that 
is visible only to the spirit-eye of a clear and, for the 
time, unpolluted fancy. The stamp and pressure of 
the magician's own time and season must be upon 
you. You would not read Ossian, for example, in a 
bath, or sitting under a tree in a sultry noon ; but 
after rushing 'into the eye of the wind with a fleet 
horse, with all his gallant pride and glorious strength 
and fire obedient to your rein, and so mingling, as it 
will, with his rider's consciousness, that you feel as 
if you were gifted in your own body with the swift* 
ness and energy of an angel ; — after this, to sit down 
to Ossian, is to read him with a magnificence of de- 
lusion, to ;my mind scarce less than reality. I never 
envied Napoleon till I heard it was his habit, after a 
battle, to read Ossian. 

^^You cannot often read to music. But I love, 
when the voluntary is pealing in church, — evcrjf 
breath in the congregation suppressed, and the deep- 
folumed notes pouring through the arches of the 
roof with the sublime and almost articulate pramc 
of the oi^an, — ^to read, from the pew Bible, the booi 
of Ecclesiastes. The solemn stateliness of its periods 
is fitted to mucdc like a hymn. It is to me a spring ol 
ttie mo0t thrilUng devotion, — though I ishame to con- 
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fess that the richness of its Eastern imagery, and, 
above all, the inimitable beauty of its philosophy, 
stand out somewhat definitely in the reminiscenses of 
the hour. 

"A taste for reading comes comparatively late. 
^Robinson Crusoe' will turn a boy's head* at ten. 
The * Arabian Nights' are taken to bed with us at 
twelve. At fourteen a forward boy will read the 
* Lady of the Lake,' * Tom Jones,' and * Peregrine 
Pickle ;' and at seventeen (not before) he is ready for 
Shakspeare, and if he is ol a thoughtful turn, Milton. 
Most men do not read these last with a true relish tiU 
after this period. The hidden beauties of standard 
authors break upon the mind by surprise. It is like 
discovering a secret spring in an old jewel. You take 
up the book in an idle moment, as you have done a 
thousand times before, perhaps wondering, as you 
turn over the leaves, what the world finds in it to ad- 
mire, when suddenly as you read, your fingers press 
close upon the covers, your frame thrills, and the pas- 
sage you have chanced upon chains you like a spell^ 
— rit is so vividly true and beautiful. Milton's ^ Co- 
mus' flashed upon me in this ivay. I never could 
read the ^ Rape of the Lock' till a friend quoted some 
passages from it during a walk. I know no more ex- 
quisite sensation than this wanning of the heart to an 
old author ; and it seems to me that the most delicious 
portion of intellectual existence is the brief period in 
which, one by one, the great minds of old are admit- 
ted with all their time-mellowed worth to the affec- 
tions. With what delight I read, for the first time, 
the * kind-hearted plays' of Beaumont and Fletcher f 
How I doated on Burton ! What treasures to me were 
the * Fairy Queen' and the Lyrics of Milton ! 

^^ I used to think, when studying the Greek and 
Latin poets in my boyhood, that to be made a school- 
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author was a fair offset against immortality. I wodi 
as lief, it seemed to me, have my verses handed dowi 
by the town-crier. But latterly, after an interval of i 
few years, I have taken up my classics, (the. identicd 
school copies with the hard places all thumbed and 
pencilled) and have read them with no little pleasure. 
It is not to be believed with what a satisfaction the 
riper eye glides smoothly over the once difficult line, 
—finding the golden cadence of poetry beneath what 
once seemed only a tangled chaos of inversion. The 
associations of hard study, instead of reviving the old 
distaste, added wonderfully to the interest of a re- 
perusal. I could see now what brightened the sunken 
eye of the pale and sickly master, as he toc^ up the 
hesitating passage, and read on, forgetful of the delin- 
quent, to the end. I could enjoy now^ what was a 
dead letter to me then, the heightened fulnesa of He* 
rodotus, and the strong-woven style of Thucydidei, 
and the magnificent invention of Eschylus. I took 
an aversion to Homei from hearing a classmate in the 
next room scan it perpetually through his nose. 
There is no music for me in the ' Iliad.' But, spite of 
the recollections scored alike upon my palm and the 
margin, I own to an Augustan relish for the smooth 
melody of Virgil, and freely forgive the sometime 
troublesome ferule, — enjoying by its aid the raciness 
of Horace and Juvenal, and the lofty philosophy of 
Lucretius. It will be a dear friend to whom I put 
down in my will that shelf of defaced classics. 

** There are some books that bear readmg pleasantly 
once a year. ' Tristram Shandy^ is an annual with 
me. I read him regularly about Christmas. Jeremy 
Taylor (not tomingle things holy and profane) is a 
good table-book, to be used when you would collect 
your thoughts and be serious a while. A man oi 
tast^ need never want for Sunday reading while he 
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ean find the Sermons of Taylor, and Sout, and Ful« 
ler — ^writers of good theological repute — ^though, be- 
tween ourselves, I think one likelier to be delighted 
with the poetry and quaint fancifulness of their style, 
than edified by the piety it covers. I like to have a 
quarto edition of Sir Thomas Brown on a near shelf, 
or Milton's Prose Works, or Bacon. These are 
healthful moods of the mind when lighter nutriment 
is distasteful. 

^M am growing fastidious in poetry, and confine 
myself more and more to the old writers. Gastaly of 
late runs shallow. Shelley's (peace to his passionate 
heart !) was a deep draught, and Wordsworth and 
Wilson sit near the well, and Keats and Barry Com- 
wiall have been to the fountain's lip, feeding their 
imaginations, (the latter his heart as well,) but they 
have brought back little for the world. The * small 
silver stream' will, I fear, soon cease to flow down to 
us, and as it dries back to its source, we shall close 
nearer and nearer upon the * pure English undefiled.' 
The dabblers in muddy waters (tributaries to Lethe) 
will have Parnassus to themselves. 

** The finest pleasures of reading come unbidden. 
You cannot, with your choicest appliances for the 
body, always command the many-toned mind. In the 
twilight alcove of a library, with a time-mellowed 
chair yielding luxuriously to your pressure, a June 
wind laden with idleness and balm floating in at the 
window, and in your hand some Russia-bound ram- 
Uing old author, as Izaak Walton, good-humored and 
quaint, one would think the spirit could scarce fail, to 
be conjured. Yet often, after spending a morning 
hour restlessly thus, I have risen with my mii^d un- 
hinged, and strolled ofi* with a book in my pocket to 
the woods ; and, as I live, the mood has descended 
upon me under some chance tree, with a crooked root 
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under my head, and I have Iain there, reading anl 
sleeping by turns, till the letters were blurred in tk 
dimness of twilight. It is the evil of refinement dni 
it breeds caprice. You will sometimes stand unfihj 
tigued for hours on the steps of a library ; or in a 
shop, the eye will be arrested, and all the jostling of 
customers and the looks of the jealous shopman will 
not divert you till you have read out the chapter. 

^^ I don ot often indulge in the supernatural, for I am 
an unwilling believer in ghosts, and the topic excites 
me. But, for its connexion with the subject upon 
which I am writing, I must conclude these rambling 
observations with a late mysterious visitation of my 
own. 

" I had, during the last year, given up the earij 
summer tea-parties common in the town in • which the 
University stands; and having, of course, three or 
four more hours than usual on my hands, I took to an 
afternoon habit of imaginative reading. "Bhakspeare 
came first, naturally ; and I feasted for the hundreth 
time upon what I think his (and the world's) most 
delicate creation — ^the ' Tempest.* The twilight of 
the first day overtook me at the third act, where the 
banquet is brought in with solemn music by the fairy 
troop of Prospero, and set before the shipwrecked king 
and his followers. I closed the book, and, leaning 
back in my chair, abandoned myself to the crowd oi 
images which throng always upon the traces of Shak- 
speare. The faiicy music was still in my mind, whei 
an apparently real strain of the most solemn melod} 
came to my ear, dying it seemed to me, as it reachec 
it, the tones were so expiringly faint and low. I wai 
not startled, l^ut lay quietly, holding my breath, anc 
more fearing when the strain would be broken, thai 
curious whence it came. The twilight deepened, til 
it was dark, and it still played on, changmg the tunc 
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t intervals, but always of the same melancholy sweet* 
less ; till, by-and-by, I lost all curiosity, and, giving 
a to the charm, the scenes I had been reading began 
o form again in my mind, and Ari^l, with his delicate 
ninisters, and Prospero, and Miranda, and Caliban, 
same moving before me to the measure, as bright and 
dvid as the reality. I was disturbed in'the midst of it 
by Alfonse, who came in at the usual hour with my 
tea ; and on starting to my feet, I listened in vain for 
the continuance of the music. I sat thinking of it 
awhile but dismissed it at last, and went out to enjoy, 
in a solitary walk, the loveliness of the summer night. 
The next day I resumed my book, with a smile at my 
previous credulity, and had read through the last 
scenes of the ' Tempest,' when the light failed me. I 
again closed the book, and presently again, as if the 
sympathy was instantaneous, the strain broke in, play- 
ing the same low and solemn melodies, and falling 
with the same dying cadence upon the ear. I listen- 
ed to it, as before, with breathless attention ; abandon- 
ed myself once more to its irresistible spell ; and, half- 
waking, half-sleeping fell again into a vivid dream, 
brilliant as fairy-land, and creating itself to the mea- 
sures of the still audible music. I could not now shake 
oflF my belief in its reality ; but I was so wrapt with its 
strange sweetness, and the beauty of my dream, that I 
cared not whether it came from earth or air. My in- 
difference, singularly enough, continued for several 
days ; and, regularly at twilight, 1 threw aside my 
book, and listened with dreamy wakefulness for the 
music. It never failed me, and its results were as 
constant as its coming. Whatever I had read, — some- 
times a canto of Spenser, sometimes an act of a play, 
or a chapter of romance, — ^the scene rose before me 
with the stately reality of a pageant. At last I began 
to think of it more seriously ; and it was a relief to me 
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one evening when Alfonse came in earlier than urail 
wilhi a message. I told him to stand perfectly still; 
and after a minute's pause, during which I heard di9> 
tinctly an entire passage of a funeral hymn, I asked 
him if he heard any music ? He said he did not My 
blood chilled at hb positive reply, and I bade him listen 
once more. Still he heard nothing; I could endure 
it no longer. It was to me as distinct and audible as 
my oMm voice ; and I rushed from my room as he left 
me, shuddering to be left alone. 

"The next day I thought of nothing but death. 
Warnings by knells in the air, by apparitions, by mys- 
terious voices, were things I had believed in specula- 
tively for years, and now their truth came upon me 
like conviction. I felt a dull, leaden presentiment 
about my heart, growing heavier and heavier with 
every passing hour. Evening came at last, and with 
it, hke a summons from the grave, a ' deietd march' 
swelled clearly on the air. I felt faint and sick at 
heart. This could not be fancy ; and why was it, as 
I thought I had proved, audible to my ear alone 1 I 
threw open the window, and the first rush of the cool 
north wind refreshed me ; but, as if to mock my 
attempts at relief, the dirge-like sounds rose, at the in- 
stant, with treble distinctness. I seized my hat arid 
rushed into the street, but, to my dismay, every step 
seemed to bring me nearer to the knell. Still I hur- 
ried on, the dismal sounds growing distractingly loud- 
er, till, on turning a comer that leads to the lovely 
burying-ground of New Haven, I came suddenly upon 
— a bell-foundry ! In the rear had lately been hung, 
for trial, the chiming bells just completed for the New 
Trinity Church, and the master of the establishment 
informed me that one of his journeymen was a fine 
player, and every day after his work, he was in the 
habit of amusing himself with the * Dead March in 



FB08T AKD FLIBTATION. 129 

Saul/ the * Marsellois Hymn,' and other melancholy 
and easy tunes, muffling the hammers that he might 
not disturb tl^e neighbors." 

I have had my reward for these speculations, dear 
reader, — a smile that is laying at this instant, perdu, in 
the innermost recess of memory — and I care not much 
(without offence) whether you like it or no. She 
thanked me— «Ae thought it well done — she laid her 
head on my bosom while I read in the old library of 
the Flemings, and every word has been *' paid for in 
fairy gold." 

I have taken up a thread that lengthens as I unra- 
vel it, and I cannot well see how I shall come to the 
end, without trespassing on your patience. We will 
cut it here, if you like, and resume it after a pause ; 
but before I close, I must give you a little instance of 
how love makes the dullest earth poetical. Edith 
had given me a portefeuilk crammed with all kinds 
of embossed and curious note-paper, all quite too pret- 
ty for use, and what I would show you are my verses 
on the occasion. For a hand unpractised, then, in 
au^t save the <' Gradus ad Parnassum," I must own 
I have fished them out of that same old partefeuUle 
(faded now from its glory, and worn with travel — ^but 
O how cherished !) with a pleasant feeling of paternity : 

Thanks for thy gift ! Bat heard'st thou ever 

A story of a wanderins &yp 
Who, tired of playing Bjflph for ever, 

Came romping to the earth one day ; 
And, flirting like a little love 

With every thing that flew and flirted, 
Made captive of a sober dove. 

Whose pinions, (so the tale asserted,) 
Though neither very fresh nor fair. 
Were well enough for common wear. 

The dove, though plain, was gentle bred. 

And cooed ajgreeably, thou^ loW ; 
fiat still the fairy shooK her head, 

And, patting with her foot, said ^''Jfo f** 
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'T was true that he was rather fat ; 

Bttt that was living in an thhey ; — 
And solemn — but it was not that 

*' What then 7" " Why, tit, ytmr wk^ an tkabby» 

The dove was dumb : he droop'd, and sidled 

In shame along the abbey-irall ; 
And then the hau^tv fty unbridled. 

And blisw her sBau-ihell trumpet-call ; 
And summoning her waiting-spnte, 

Who bore her wardrobe on his back, 
She took the wings she wore at night, 

(Silvery stars on plumes of black,) 
And, smiline, begg'd that he would take 
And wear them for his lady's sake* 

He took them ; but he could not fly ! 

A fay-wing was too fine for him ; 
And when she pouted, by and by. 

And left him for some other whim, • 
He laid them sofUy in his nest. 

And did his flying with his own, 
And they were soft upon his breaai, 

When many a night he slept alone ; 
And many a {nought those wings would stir, 
And many a dream of love andher. 
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PART n. 

LOVB AND SPECULATION, 

Edith Linsey was religious. There are many 
iTUensifiers (a new word, that I can't get on without : 
I submit it Tor admission into the language ;)— ^there 
are many intensifiers, I say, to the passion of love ; 
such as pride, jealousy, poetry, (money, sometimes, 
Dio mio !) and idleness ;* but, if the experience of 
one who first studied the Art of Love in an '< Evan* 
gelical" country is worth a para, there is nothing 
within the bend of the rainbow that deepens the ten- 
der passion like religion. I speak it not irreverently. 
The human being that loves us throws the value of 
its existence into Uie crucible, and it can do no more. 
Love's best alchymy can only turn into afiection what 
is in the heart. The vain, the proud, the poetical, 
the selfish, the weak, can, and do, fling their vanity, 
pride, poetry, selfishness, and weakness, into a first 
passion ; but these are earthly elements, and there is 
an antagonism in their natures that is for ever striv- 
ing to resolve them back to their original earth. But 
religion is of the soul as well as the heart,— -the mind 

* *'hM. pafMse drnis let femmes mC le presage de iHunovr.— La 
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a^ well as the affections, — and when it mingles k 
love, it is the infusion of an immortal essence into at 
unworthy and else perishable mixture. 

Edith's religion was equally without cant, and witb* 
out hesitation or disguise. She had arrived at it by 
elevation of mind, aided by the habit of never count- 
ing on her tenure of life beyond the setting of the 
next sun, and with her it was rather an inteUectual ex- 
altation than a humility of heart* She thought of 
God because the subject was iUimitable, and her powe^ 
ful imaginatioti found in it the scope for which she 
pined. She talked of goodness, and purity, and dis- 
interestedness, because she found them easy virtues 
with a frame worn down with disease, and she was 
removed by the sheltered position of an invalid from |£ 
the collision which tries so shrewdly in common life 
the ring of our metal. She prayed, because the ful- 
ness of her heart was loosed by her eloquence when 
on her knees, and she found that an indistinct and 
mystic unburthening of her bosom, even to the Deitj) « 
was a hush and a relief. The heart does not always 
require rhyme and reason of language and tears. 
. There are many persons of religious feeling, who, 
from a fear of ridicule or misconception, conduct them- 
selves as if to express a devout sentiment was a want 
of taste or good-breeding. Edith was not of these. 
Religion was to her a powerful enthusiasm, applied 
without exception to every pursuit and affection. She 
used it as a painter ventures on a daring color, or a 
musician a new string in his instrument. She felt 
that she aggrandized botany, or history, or friendship, 
or love, or what you will, by making it a stepping- 
stone to heaven, and she made as little mystery of it as 
she did of breathing and sleep, and talked of subjects 
which the serious usually enter upon with a sup- 
pressed breathy as she would comment upoo a poem a 
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define a new philosophy. It was surprising what an 
iknpressiveness this threw over her in every thing ; 
how elevated she seemed above the best of those 
about her ; and with what a worshipping and half- 
reverent admiration she inspired all whom she did not 
utterly neglect or despise. For myself, my soul was 
drank up in hers as the lark is taken into the sky, and 
I forgot there was a world beneath me in my intoxica- 
tion. I thought her an angel unrecogniied on earth. 
I believed her as pure from worldliness, and as spot- 
less from sin, as a '^ cherub with his breast upon his 
lute;" and I knelt by her when she prayed, and held 
her upon my bosom in her fits of faintness and ex- 
haustion, and sat at her feet with my face in her hands 
listening to her wild speculations (often till the morn- 
ing brightened behind the curtains) with an utter and 
irresistible abandonment of my existence to hers, 
which seems to me now like a recollection of another 
life, — it were, with this conscious body and mind, a 
self-relinquishment so impossible ! ' 

Our life was a singular one. Living in the midst 
of a numerous household, with kind and cultivated 
people about us, we were as separated from them as if 
the ring of Gyges encircled us from their sight. Fred 
wished me joy of ray giraffe, as he offensively called 
his cousin ; and his sisters, who were quite too pretty to 
have been left out of my story so long, were more indul- 
gent, I thought, to the indigenous beaux of Skanea- 
teles than those aboriginal specimens had a right to 
expect; but I had no eyes, ears, sense, or civility for 
any thing but Edith. The library became a forbidden 
spot to all feet but ours ; we met at noon after our late 
vigils and breakfasted together; a light sleigh was set 
apart for our tete-^-tete drives over the frozen lake, 
and the world seemed tb me to revolve on its axle 
mth a special reference to Philip Slingsby's faappmesB. 

VOL. I. 13 
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I wonder whether an angel out of heaven would haft 
made me believe that I should ever write the story <f 
those passionate hours with a smile and a sneer! I 
tell thee, Edith ! (for thou wilt read every line that I 
have written, and feel it as far as thou canst feel any I 
thing,) that I have read *< Faust" since and tbougirt 
thee Mephistopbeles ! I have looked on thee since, 
with thy cheek rosy dark, thy lip filled with the blood ' 
of health, and curled with thy contempt of the worU 
and thy yet wild ambition to be its master-spirit and 
idol, and struck my breast with instinctive self-ques- 
tioning if thou hadst given back my soul that was 
thine own! I fear thee, Edith. Thou hast grown 
beautiful that wert so hideous — the wonder-wrought 
miracle of health and intellect, filling thy veins, and 
breathing almost a newer shape over form and fea- 
ture ; but it is not thy beauty ; no, nor thy enthrone- 
ment in the admiration of thy woman's world. These 
are little to me ; for I saw thy loveliness from the first, 
and I worshipped thee more in the duration of a 
thought than a hecatomb of these worldlings in their 
life-time. I fear thy mysterious and unaccountable 
power over the human soul ! I can scorn thee here, 
in another land, with an ocean weltering between us, 
and anatomize the character that I alone have read 
truly and too well, for the instruction of the world, (its 
amusement, too, proud woman, — ^thou wilt writhe at 
that ;) — ^but I confess to a natural and irresistible obe- 
dience to the mastery of thy spirit over mine. " I would 
not willingly again touch the radius of thy sphere. I 
wonld come out of Paradise to walk alone with Ae 
dc^il as soon. 

How little even the most instructed women know 
the secret of this power ! They make the mistake of 
cultivating only ihevr own minds. They think that, 
t^ wtj^levatioD, they will clfanb up to the intellects 
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of men, and win them by seeming their equals. Shal- 
bw philosophers ! You never remember that to sub* 
due a human being to your will, it is more necessary 
to know his mind than your own, — that in conquering 
a heart, vanity is the first out-post, — ^that while you are 
employing your wits in thinking how most effectually 
to dazzle Aim, you should be sounding his character 
for its undeveloped powers to assist him to dazzle you^ 
—that love is a reflected lig^t, and to be pleased with 
others we must be first pleased with ourselves ! 

Edith (it has occurred ' to me in my speculations 
since) seemed to me always an echo of myseUl She 
expressed my thought as it sprang into my brain. I 
thought that in her I had met my double and coun- 
terpart, with the reservation that I was a little the 
stronger spirit, and that in my mind lay the material 
of the eloquence that flowed from her lips, — as the 
almond that you endeavor to split equally leaves the 
kernel in the deeper cavity of its shell. Whatever the 
topic, she seemed using my thoughts, anticipating my 
reflections, and, with an unobtrusive but thrilling flat- 
tery, referring me to myself for the truth of what I 
must know was but a suggestion of my own ! O ! Lu- 
crezia Borgia ! if Machiavelli had but practised thiat 
subtle cunning upon thee, thou wouldst have had little 
space in thy delirious heart for the passion that, in the 
lustory of crime, has made thee the marvel and the 
monster. 

The charm of Edith to most people was that she 
was no sublimation. Her mind seemed of any or no 
stature. She was as natural, and earnest, and as satis- 
fied to converse on the meanest subject as on the 
highest. She overpowered nobody. She (apparently) 
eclipsed nobody. Her passionate and powerful elo- 
quence was only lavished on the passionate and power- 
fiiL She never misapplied hersdf: and what a. secret 
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of influence and superiority is contained in that anf^f ^ 
phrase ! We so hate him who out-measures us, as m 
stand side by side before tbe world ! 

I have in my portfolio several numbers of a maii» 
script ^'Gazette," with which the Flemings amused 
themselves during the deep snows of the winter m 
which I visited them. It was contributed to by every 
body in the house, and read aloud at the breakfast- 
table on the day of its weekly appearance, and, quite 
apropos to these remarks upon the universality of 
Edith's mind, there is in one of them an essay of tier's, 
on what she calls minute philosophies. It is curious, 
as showing how, with all her loAiness of speculation, 
she descended sometimes to the examinaticm of the 
smallest machinery of enjoyment. 

" The principal sources of every-day happiness," (I 
am copying out a part of the essay, dear reader,) " are 
too obvious too need a place in a chapter of breakfast* 
table philosophy. Occupation and a clear conscience, 
the very truant in the fields will tell you, are craving 
necessities. But when these are secured, there are 
lighter matters, which to the sensitive and educated 
at least, are to happiness what foliage is to the tree. 
They are refinements which add to the beauty of life, 
without diminishing its strength ; and, as they spring ) 
only from a better use of our common gifts,. they are | 
neither costly nor rare* I have learned secrets under li 
the roof of a poor man, which would add to the luxury 
of the rich. The blessings of a cheerful fancy and a 
quick eye come from nature, and the trailing of a vine 
may develope them as well as the curtaining of a king's 
chamber. 

<< Riding and driving are such stimulating pleasures, 
that to talk of any management in their indulgence 
seems superfluous. Yet we are, in motion or at rest, 
equally liable to the caprices of feeling, and, pcarhapti 



LOVB AND 8PE0ULATI0N. 137 

the gayes the mood the deeper the shade cast on it by 
untoward circumstances. The time of riding should - 
never be regular. It then becomes a habit, and 
habits, though sometimes comfortable, never amount 
to positive pleasure. I would ride when nature 
prompted — ^when the shower was past, or the air 
balmy, or the sky beautiful — whenever, and where- 
ever the significant finger of Desire pointed. Oh ! to 
leap into the saddle wlien the west-wind blows freshly, 
and gallop oflf into its very eye, with an undrawn rein, 
careless how far or whither ; or, to spring up from a 
book when the sun breaks through after a storm, and 
drive away under the white clouds, through light and 
shadow, while the trees are wet and the earth damp 
and spicy ; or, in the clear sunny afternoons of au- 
tumn, with a pleasant companion on the seat beside 
you, and the glorious splendor of the decaying fo- 
liage flushing in the sunshine, to loiter up the valley 
dreaming over the thousand airy castles, that are 
stirred by such shifting beauty — these are pleasures 
indeed, and such as he who rides regularly after his 
dinner knows as little of as the dray-horse of the exul- 
tation of the cou^;ser. 

" There is a great deal in the choice of a compa- 
nion. If he is an indiflerent acquaintance, or an indis- 
criminate talker, or has a coarse eye for beauty, or is 
insensible to the delicacies of sensation or thought — if 
he is sensual, or stupid, or practical constitutionally — 
he will never do. He must be a man who can detect 
a rare color in a leaf, or appreciate a peculiar passage 
in scenery, or admire a grand outline in a cloud ; he 
must have accurate and fine senses, and a heart, noble 
at least by nature, and subject still to her direct influ- 
ences ; he must be a lover of the beautiful in what- 
ever shape it comed ; and, above all, be must have 
read and thought like a scholar, if not like a poet. 

13» 
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He will then ride by your side without crosiing ycMp 
humor — if talkative, he will talk weU, and if sHeai; 
you are content, for yon know that the same gras* 
denr or beanty which has wrought the silence in yom 
own thoughts has given a color to his. ^ 

** There is much in the manner of driving. I like 
a capricious rein — now fast through a hollow, and 
now loiteringly on the edge of a road or by the bank 
of a river. There is a singular delight in quickening 
your speed in the animation of a climax, and fli 
coming down gently to a walk with a digression of 
feeling, or a sudden sadness. 

^'An important item in household matters is the 
management of light. A small room well-lighted is 
much more imposing than a large one lighted ill. 
Cross lights are painful to the eye, and they destroy 
besides the cool and picturesque shadows of the furni- 
ture and figures. I would have a room always pa^ 
tially darkened : there is a repose in the twilight dim- 
ness of a drawing room which affects one with the 
proper gentleness of the place : the out-of-door humor 
of men is too rude, and the secluded light subdues 
them fitly as they enter. I like curt^ns— heavy, and 
of the richest material : there is a magnificence in 
large crimson folds whien nothing else equals, and 
the color gives every thing a beautiful tint as the 
light streams through them. Plants tastefully a^ 
ranged are pretty; flowers are always beautiful. I 
would have my own room like a painter's — one cur- 
tain partly drawn ; a double shadow has a nervous 
look. The effect of a proper disposal of light upon 
the feelings is by most people surprisingly neglected. 
I have no doubt that as an habitual thing it materially 
affects the character; the disposition for study and 
thought is certainly dependent on it in no slight de- 
gree. What is more contemplative than the ^rilight 
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deep alcove in a library ? What more awakens 
^ht than the dim interior of an old church with 
assive and shadowy pillars f 
There may be the most exquisite luxury in furni- 
A crowded room has a look of comfort, and 
inded lamps throw a mellow depth into the fea- 
. Descending light is always the most becoming ; 
3pens the eye, and distributes the shadows in the 
judiciously. Chairs should be of different and 
)us fashions, made to humor every possible 
iness. A spice-lamp should bum in the corner, 
the pictures should be colored of a pleasant tone, 
the subjects should be subdued and dreamy. It 
Id be a place you would live in for a century 
)ut an uncomfortable thought. I have a neat 
I. A dozen of the finest old authors should lie 
t, and a new novel, and the last new prints. I 
T like the Frensh fashion of a boTibonniere, though 
perhaps is an e;(travagance. 
There is a management of one's own familiar in- 
urse which is more neglected, and at the same 

more important to happiness, than every other ; 
particularly a pity that this is not oftener under- 
l by new-married people ; as far as my own 
rvation goes, I have rarely failed to detect, far 
early, signs of ill disguised and disappointed 
iness. It was not the re-action of excitement-- 
he return to the quiet ways of home — ^but a new 
aer — a forgetful indifference, believing itself con- 
jd, and yet betraying itself continually by uncon- 
is and irrepressible symptoms. Ibelieve it resulted 
lest from the same causes — partly, that they saw 

other too much, and partly that when the form 
tiquette was removed, they forgot to retain its 
luable essence-^^n assiduous and minute disin- 
tedness. It seems nonsense to lovers, but ab- 
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sence is the secret of respect, and therefore of affe 
Love is divine, but its flame is too delicate for 
petual household lamp ; it should be burned on 
incense, and even then trimmed skilfully. It is 
derful how a slight neglect, or a glimpse of a 
ness,.or a chance defect of knowledge, dims it 
glory. Lovers, married or single, should have 
rate pursuits — they should meet to respect each 
for new and distinct acquisitions. It is the wes 
of human affections that they are founded on 
and waste with over much familiarity. And o 
delight to meet after hours of absence — to sit 
by the evening lamp, and with a mind unexhs 
by the intercourse of the day, to yield to the fa 
ting freedom of conversation, and clothe the 
thoughts of affection in fresh and unhackneyed 
guage ! How richly the treasures of the min< 
colored — not doled out, counter by counter, a 
visible machinery of thought coins them, but h< 
upon the mutual altar in lavish and unhesitating 
fusion ! And how a bold fancy assumes beaut; 
power — not traced up through all its petty sprinj 
its dignity is lost by association, but flashing 
grown and suddenly on the sense ! The gifts < 
one mind are equal to the constant draught of i 
time, and even if they were, there is no one 
which could always relish them. It is a humili 
thought that immortal mind must be husbanded 
material treasure ! 

" There is a remark of Godwin's, which, in r 
too strong language, contains a valuable truth, 
judicious and limited voluptuousness,' he says, ' i 
cessary to the cultivation of the mind, to the polii 
of the manners, to the refinement of the sentii 
and to the development of the understanding ; 
a woman deficient in this respect may be of use ii 
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^rnment of our families, but cannot add to the en- 
lent, nor fix the partiality of a man of taste ?' 
:e the days when * St. Leon' was written, the word 
ehich the author expressed his meaning is grown 
laps into disrepute, but the remark is still one 
(.een and observant discrimination. It refers j[at 
t so I take it) to that susceptibility to delicate 
ition, that fine sense of the nameless and exqui- 
tenderness of manner and thought, which con- 
te in the minds of its possessors the deepest under- 
cut of life — the felt and treasured, but unseen 
inexpressible richness of aflection. It is rarely 
id in the characters of men, but it outweighs, when 
, all grosser qualities— -for its possession implies a 
srous nature, purity, fine afiections, and a heart 
1 to all the sunshine and the meaning of the universe. 
E^longs more to the nature of woman ; but indispen- 
e as it is to her character, it is oftener than any- 
g else, wanting. And without it, what is she ? 
at is love to a being of such dull sense that she . 
*s only its common and audible language, and sees 
ling but what it brings to her feet, tq be eaten, and 
n, and looked upon ? What is woman, if the im- 
lioned language of the eye, or the deepened ful- 
of the tone, or the tenderness of a slight atten- 
, are things unnoticed and of no value ?— one who 
rers you when you speak, smiles, when you tell 
she is grave, assents barely to the expression of 
r enthusiasm, but has no dream beyond — no sus- 
5n that she has not felt and reciprocated your feel- 
as fully as you could expect or desire ? It is a 
ter too little looked to. Sensitive and ardent men 
often marry with a blindfold admiration of mere 
dness or loveliness. The abandon of matrimony 
1 dissipates the gay dream, and they find them- 
es suddenly unsphered» linked indissolubly with 
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affections strangely different from their own, and lib 
lavishing their only treasure on those who can neitbtf |^c 
appreciate nor return it« The afler-life of such mfli 
is a stifling solitude of feeling. Their avenues of efr 1^ 
joyment are their maniform sympathies, and wbflft 
these are shut up or neglected, the heart is dark, apo 
th^y have nothing to do thenceforward but to forgiet i 

^< There are many, who, possessed of the capacity 
for the more elevated affections, waste and lose it by 
a careless and often unconscious neglect. It is not. a 
plant to grow untended. The breath of indifference, 
or a rude touch, may destroy for ever its delicate tex-* 
ture. To drop the figure, there is a daily attention to 
the slight courtesies of life, and an artifice in detecting^ 
the passing shadows of feeling, which alone can pre- 
serve, through life, the first freshness of passion. The 
easy surprise of pleasure, and earnest cheerfulness of 
assent to slight wishes, the habitual respect to opi- 
nions, the polite abstinence from personal topics in the 
company of others, the assiduous and unwavering 
attention to her comfort at home and abroad, and, above 
all, the absolute preservation in private of those pro- 
prieties of conversation and manneri^ which are sacred 
before the world, are some of the thousand secrets of 
that rare happiness which age and habit alike fail to 
impair or diminish." 

II 
Vacation was over, but Fred and myself were still 
lingering at Fleming Farm. The roads were impas- 
sable with a premature thaw. Perhaps there is no- 
thing peculiar in American meteorology as the phe- 
nomenon which I alone probably, of all the imprison- 
ed inhabitants of Skaneateles, attributed to a kind and 
*' special Providence." Summer had com^ back, like 
Napoleon from Elba, and astonished usurping Winter 



LOtB AND SPECTTLATION. 143 

fa the pknitude of apparent possession and security. 
No cloud foreboded the change, as no alarm preceded 
Ae apparition of the "child of destiny." We awoke on 
a February morning, with the snow lying chin-deep 
Dii- the earth, and it was June ! The air was soft and 
vrarm — the sky was clear and of the milky cerulean 
of chrjrsoprase-^the South wind (the same save his 
anperfumed wings, who had crept off like a satiated 
tover' in October^ stole back suddenly from the tropics, 
and found his flowery mistress asleep and insensible 
to his kisses beneath her snowy mantle. The sunset 
wanned back from its wintry purple to the golden 
tmts of heat, the stars burnt with a less vitreous sparkle,^ 
the meteots slid once more lambently down the sky, 
and the house-dove sat on the eves, washing bet 
breast in the snow water, and thinking (like a neglect- 
ed wife at a capricious return of her truant's tender- 
ness) that the sunshine would last for ever ! 

The air was now full of music. The water 
trickled away under the snow, and, as you looked 
around and saw no change or motion in the white 
carpet of the earth, it seemed as if a myriad of small 
bells were ringing under ground — ^faries, perhaps, 
startled in mid-revel with the false alarm of summer, 
and hurrying about with their silver anklets, to wake 
up the slumbering flowers. The mountain torrents 
were loosed and rushed down upon the valleys like 
the Children of the Mist ; and the hoarse war-cry, 
swelling and falling upon the wind, maintained its 
perpetual undertone like an accompaniment of bas- 
soons ; and occasionally, in a sudden lull of the breeze, 
you would hear the click of the undermined snow- 
drifts dropping upon the earth, as if the chorister of 
Spring i¥ere beating time to the reviving anthem of 
nature. 

The snow souk, pertiaps a foot in a day, but it was 
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only perceptible to the eye where you could measure 
its wet mark against a tree from which it had fallen 
away, or by the rock, from which the dissolving bauk 
shrunk and separated, as if rock$ and snow were as 
heartless as ourselves, and threw off their friends, too, 
in their extremity ! The low-lying lake, meantime, 
surrounded by melting mountains, received the ab .a- 
doned waters upon its frozen bosom, and, spreading 
them into a placid and shallow lagoon, separate by a 
crystal plane from its own lower depths, gave the:n 
the repose denied in the' more elevated sphere in which 
lay their birthright. And thus — (oh, how full is na- 
ture of these gentle moralities !) — and thus sometimes 
do the lowly, whose bosom, like the frozen lake is at 
first cold and unsympathetic to the rich and noble, 
still receive them in adversity, and, when neighbor- 
hood and dependence have convinced them that the^ 
are made of the same common element, as the la!' 
melts its dividing and icy plane, and mingles the 
strange waters with its own, do they dissolve the un- 
natural barrier of prejudice and take the humbled 
wanderer to their bosom ! 

The face of the snow lost 'ts dazzling whiteness as 
the thaw went on, as disease steals away the beauty 
of those we love — but it was only in the distance, 
where the sun threw a shadow into the irregular pits 
of the dissolving surface. Near to the eye, (as the 
dying one pressed to the bosom,) it was still of its 
original beauty, unchanged and spotless. And now 
you are tired of my loitering speculations, gentle rea- 
der, and will return (please Heaven, only on paper!) 
to Edith Linsey. 

The roads were at last reduced to what is expres- 
sively called, in New-England, sloshj (in New-York 
posh, but equally descriptive,) and Fred received a 
hint from the Judge that the mail had arrived in the 
usual time, and his beaux jours were at an end. 
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A slig^hter thing than my departure would have 
been suffioient to stagger the tottering spirits of Edith. 
We were sitting at table when the letters came in, and 
the dates were announced that proved the opening of 
the roads ; and I scarce dared to turn my eyes upon 
ithe pale face that I could just see had dropped upon 
ii^T bosom. The next instant there was a general 
confusion, and she was carried lifeless to her chamber^ 
A note scarce legible, was put into my hand in 

(tijhe course of the evening, requesting me to sit up for 
her in the library. She would come to me, she said, 
if she had strength. 

It was a night of extraordinary beauty. The .full 
moon was high in the heavens at midnight, and there 
had been a slight shower soon after sunset, which, 
with the clearing-up wind, had frozen thinly into a 

., jnost fragile rime, and glazed every thing open to the 
sky with transparent crystal. The distant forest looked 

^serried with metallic trees, dazzling and unspeakably 
gorgeous, and, as the night-wind stirred through them 
and shook their crystal points in the moonlight — ^the 
aggregated stars of heaven springing from their Ma- 
ker's hand to the spheres of their destiny, or the 
march of the host of the archangel Michael with their 
irradiate spear-points glittering in the air, or the dia- 
mond beds of central earth thrust up to the sun in 
some throe of the universe — would, each or all, have 
been well bodied forth by such similitude. 

It was an hour after midnight when Edith was sup- 
ported in by her maid, and choosing her own posi- 
tion, sunk into the broad window-seat, and lay with 
her head on my bosom, and her face turned outward 
to the glittering night. Her eyes had become, I 
thought, unnaturally bright, and she spoke with an 
exhausted faintness that gradually strengthened to a 
VOL. I. - 14 
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tone of the most thrilling and melodious sweetness. 
I shall never get that music out of my brain ! ^ t^^ 

« Philip !*» she said. » ^ 

" I listen, dear Edith !*» 

" I am dying.** ^^ 

And she looked it, and I believed her ; and my 
heart sunk to its deepest abyss of wretchedness wilb 
the conviction. 

She went on to.talk of death. It was the subject 
that pressed most upon her mind, and she could 
scarce fail to be eloquent on any subject. She was 
very eloquent on this. I was so impressed with the 
manner in which she seemed almost to rhapsodize be- 
tween the periods of her faintness, as she lay in my 
arms that night, that every word she uttered is stSl 
fresh in my memory. She seemed to forget my pre- 
sence, and to commune with her own thoughts aloud. 

" I recollect,** she said, " when 1 was strong and 
well, (years ago, dear Philip!) I left my books on ft 
morning in May, and looking up to find the course of 
the wind, started oflf alone for a walk into its very 
eye. A moist steady breeze came from the south- 
west, driving before it fragments of the dispersed 
clouds. The air was elastic and clear — a fresAmess 
that entered freely at every pore was coming up, min- 
gled with the profuse perlume of grass and flowers— 
th e colors of the new, tender foliage were particu- 
larly soothing to an eye pained with close attention— 
and the just perceptible murmur of the drop shaken 
from the trees, and the peculiarly soft rustle of the wet 
leaves, made as much music as an ear accustomed to 
the silence of solitude could well relish. Altogether, 
it was one of those rarely-tempered days when every 
sense is satisfied, and the mind is content to lie still 
with its common thoughts, and simply enjoy. 

"I had proceeded perhaps a mile — my forehead 
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held up to the wmd, my hair blowing back» aad the 
blood glowing in my cheeks with the most vivid flush 
of exercise and health, when I saw coming towarda 
me a man apparently in middle life, but wasted by ill- 
ness to the extremest emaciation. His £ip was color- 
less, his skin dry and white, and his sunken eyes had 
that expression of inquiring earnestness which comes 
•always with impatient sickness. He rsused his head, 
and looked steadily at me as I came on. My hps were 
open, and my whole air must have been that of a per- 
son in the most exulting enjoyment of health. I was 
just against him, gliding past with an elastic step, 
when, with his eye still fixed on me, he half turned^ 
and in a voice of inexpressible meaning, exclaimed, 
* Merciful heaven ! how well she is P I passed on, 
with his voice still ringmg in my ear. It haunted me 
like a tone in the air. It was repeated in the echo of 
my tread — ^in the panting of my heart. 1 felt it in the 
beating of the strong pulse in my temples. As if it 
was strange that I should be so well ! I had never 
before realized that it could be otherwise. It seemed 
impossible to me that my strong limbs should fail me, 
or the pure blood I felt bounding so bravely through 
my veins could be reached and tainted by disease.-— 
How should it come 1 If I ate, ^ould it not nourish 
me 1 If I slept, would it not refresh me 1 If I came 
out in the cool, free air, would not my lungs heave, 
and my muscles spring, and my face feel its grateful 
freshness ? I held out my arm, for the first time in my 
life, with a doubt of its strength. I closed my hand 
unconsciously, with a fear it would not obey. I drew 
a deep breath, to feel if it was difficult to breathe ; and 
even my bounding step, that was as elastic then as a 
fawn's, seemed to my excited imagination, already to 
have become decrepit and feeble. 

^^ I walked on, and thought of death. I had never 
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before done so definitely ; it was like a terrible sfai|i 
that had always pursued me dimly, but which I hA 
never before turned and looked steadily on. Strange ( 
that we can live so constantly with that threatening 
hand hung over us, and not think of it always ! Strange I 
that we can use a limb, or enter with interest into anj 
pursuit of time, when we know that our continued 
life is alnK)St a daily miracle ! 

*^ How difficult it i» to realize death ! How difficult 
it is to believe that the hand with whose every veia 
you are familiar, will ever lose its motion and its 
warmth ? That the quick eye, which is so restlesi 
now, will settle and grow dull 1 That the refined lip, \i] 
which now shrinks so sensitively from defilement, will 
not feel the earth lying upon it, and the tooth of the k 
feeding worm ? That the free breath will be choked \i 
and the fwehead be pressed heavily on by the decay- 
ing coffin, and the light and air of heaven be shut quite 
out ; and this very body, warm, and breathing, and 
active as it is now, will not feel uneasiness or pain ? 
I could not help looking at my frame as these thoughts 
crowded on me ; and I confess I almost doubted my 
own convictions — ^there was so much strength and 
quickness in it — my hand opened so freely and my 
nostrils expanded with such a satisfied thirst to the 
moist air. Ah ! it is hard to believe . at first that we 
must die ! harder still to believe and realize the repul- 
sive circumstances that follow that terrible change ! 
It is bitter a thought at the lightest. There is little 
comfort in knowing that the soul will not be there — 
that the sense and the mind that feel and measure suf- 
fering will be gone. The separation is too great a 
mystery to satisfy fear. It is the body that we know. 
It is this material frame in which the afi^ections have 
grown up. The spirit is a mere thought — -a presence 
that we are told of, but do not see. Philosophize as 
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we will, the idea of existence is connected indissolubly 
with the visible body, and its pleasant and familiar 
senses. We talk of, and believe, the soul's ascent to- 
its Maker ; but it is not ourselves — ^it is not our own 
conscious breathiii^ identity that we send up in imagi- 
tuition through the invisible air. It is some phantom^ 
that is to issue forth mysteriously, and leave us gaziuig 
m it in wonder. We do not understand, we cannot 
realize it. 

^^ At the time I speak of, my health had been always 
mbroken. Since then, I have known disease in many 
forms, and have had, of course, more time and occa- 
sion for the contemplation of death. I have never, 
ill late known resignation. With my utmost energy 
[ was merely able, in other days, to look upon it witn 
joiet despair; as a terrible, unavoidable evil. I re- 
member once, after severe suffering for weeks, I over- 
ieard the physician telling my mother that I must 
lie, and from that moment the thought never left me. 
^ thin line of light came in between the shutters of 
:he south window ; and, with this one thought fasten*^ 
jd on my mind, like the vulture of Prometheus, I lay 
ind watched it, day after day, as it passed with its 
mperceptible progress over the folds of my curtains. 
The last faint gleam of sunset never faded from its 
lamask edge, without an inexpressible sinking of my 
leart, and a beUef that I should see its pleasant light 
lo more, i turned from the window when even im- 
igination could find the daylight no longer there, and 
elt my pulse and lifted my head to try my remaining 
rtrength. And then every object, yes, even the mean* 
»8t, grew unutterably dear to me ; my pillow, and the 
;up with which my lips were moistened, and the cool* 
i^ amber which I had held in my hand, and pressed to 
my burning lips when the fever was on me— every 
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thing that was connected with life, and that woald ti 
main among the living when I was gone. lib 

*^lt is strange, but with all this clinging to the wotjiiki 
my affection for the living decreased sensibly. I gief m 
selfish in my weakness. I could not bear that thejp 
should go from my chamber into the fresh airland 
have no fear of sickness and no pain. It seemed un- 
feeling that they did not stay and breathe the close 
atmosphere of my room — at least till I was dead.— 
How could they walk round so carelessly, and look 
on a fellow-creature dying helplessly and unwillinglj, 
and never shed a tear I And then the passing cour- 
tesies exchanged with the family at the door, and the 
quickened step on the sidewalk, and the wandering 
looks about my room, even while I was answering 
with my difficult breath their cold inquiries! There 
was an inhuman carelessness in all this that stung me ha 
to the soul. m 

" I craved sympathy as I did life ; and yet I doubted [ 
it all. There was not a word spoken by the friends 
who were admitted to see me, that I did not ponder 
over when they were gone, and always with an im- 
patient dissatisfaction. The tone, and the manner, 
and the expression of face, all seemed forced ; and 
often, in my earlier sickness, when I had pondered for 
hours on the expressed sympathy of some one I had 
loved, the sense of utter helplessness which crowded 
on me with my conviction of their insincerity, quite 
overcame me. I have lain night after night, and 
looked at my indifferent watchers ; and oh how I 
hated them for there careless ease, and their snatched 
moments of repose ! I could scarce keep from dashing 
aside the cup they came to give me so sluggishly. 

**rt is singular that, with all our experience of sick- 
ness^ we do not attend more to these slight ctrcum^ 
stances. It can scarce be conceived how an ill-man- 



1 



LOYB AND SPECITIJLTION. >5I 

aged light, or a suppressed whispering, or a eareless 
change of attitude in the presence of one whose senses 
are so sharpened, and whose mind is so sensitive as a 
iick person's, irritate and annoy. And, perhaps, more 
than these to bear, is the affectedly subdued tone of 
condolence. I remember nothing which I endured so 
impatiently. 

** Annoyances like these, however, scarcely diverted 
for a moment the one great thought of death. It be* 
eame at last familiar, but, if possible, more dreadfully 
horrible from that very fact. It was given it a new 
diaracter. I realized it more. The minute circum- 
gtances became nearer and more real — I tried the posi- 
tion in which I should lie in my coffin — I lay with 
my arms to my side, and my feet together, and with 
the cold sweat standing in large drops on my lip, com- 
posed my features into a forced expression of tran- 
quillity. 

" I awoke on the second morning after the hope of 
my recovery had been abandoned. There was a nar- 
row sunbeam lying in a clear crimson line across the 
curtain, and I lay and watched the specks of lint sail- 
ing through it, like silver-winged insects, and the thin 
dust, quivering and disappearing on its definite limit, 
in a dream of wonder. I had thought not to see 
another sun, and my mind was still fresh with the ex- 
pectation of an immediate change ; I eould not believe 
that I was alive. The dizzy throb in my temples was 
done ; my limbs felt cool and refreshed ; my mind had 
that feeling of transparency which is common after 
healthful and sweet sleep ; and an indefinite sensation 
of pleewure trembled in every nerve I thought that 
this might be death, and that, with this exquisite feel- 
ing of repose, I was to linger thus consciously with* 
.the body till the last day ; and I dwelt on it pleasantly 
with my delicious freedom from pain. I felt no regret 
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for life-— none for a friend even : I was irUling-— quite 
willing — to lie thus for ages. Presently the physMuan 
entered ; he came and laid his fingers on my poltti 
and his face brightened. * You will get w^ll,' he mUii 
and I heard it almost without emotion. Graduall;, 
howevei*, the love of life returned; and as I realized H 
fully, and all the thousand chords, which bound me to it 
vibrated once more, the tears came thickly to my eyes, 
and a crowd of delightful thoughts pressed cheerfull; 
and glowingly on me. No language can do justice 
to the pleasure of convalescence from extreme sick** 
ness. The first step upon the living grass — ^the fint 
breath of free air— -the first unsuppressed salutation of 
a friend^ — ^my fainting heart, dear Philip, rallies and 
quickens even now with the recollection,'* 

I have thrown into a continuous strain what was 
murmured to me between pauses of faintness, and with 
difficulty of breath that seemed overpowered only by 
the mastery of the eloquent spirit apparently trembling 
on its departure. 1 believed Edith Linsey would die 
that night : I believed myself listening to words spoken 
almost from heaven ; and if I have wearied you, dear 
reader, with what must be more interesting to me than 
to you, it is because every syllable ,was burnt like 
enamel into my soul, in my boundless reverence and 
love. 

It was two o'clock, and she still lay breathing pain- 
fully in my arms. I had thrown up the window, and 
the soft south wind, stirring gently among the tinkling 
icicles of the trees, came in, warm and genial, and she 
leaned over to inhale it, as if it came from the Source 
of life. The stars burned gloriously in the heavens ; 
and, in a respite of her pain, she lay back her head, 
and gazed up at them with an inarticidate motion of 
her Ups, and eyes so unnaturally kindled, that I thought 
reason had abandoned her. 



LOVE AND SPECULATION. 153 

" How beautiful are the starS to-aight, Edith V* I 
8cid, with half a fear that she would answer me in 
madness. 

" Yes," she said, putting my hand (that pressed her 
closer, involuntarily, to my bosom) first to her lips-r- 
. " Yes ; and, beautiful as they are, they are all accu* 
rately numbered and governed, and just as they burn 
now have they burned since the creation, never * faint 
in their watches,' and never absent from their place. 
How glorious they are ! How thrilling it is to see them 
stand with such a constant silence in the sky unstea^ 
died and unsupported, obeying the great law of their 
Maker ! What pure and silvery light it is ? How 
steadily it pours from those small fountains, giving 
every spot of earth its due portion ! The hovel and 
the palace are shone upon equally, and the shepherd 
^ts as broad a beam as the king, and these few rays 
that are now streaming into my feverish eyes were 
meant and lavished only for me ! I had often 
thought — ^has it never occurred to you, dear Philip ? — 
how ungrateful we are to call ourselves poor, when 
there is so much that no poverty can take away \ 
Clusters of silver rays from every star in these heavens 
dLre mine. Every breeze that breaks on my forehead 
was sent for my refreshment. Every tinkle and ray 
Prom those stirring and glistening icicles, aiul the in- 
irigorating freshness of tUs unseasonable and delicious 
wind, and moonlight, and sunshine, and the glory of 
the planets, are all gifts that poverty could not take 
stway ! It is not often that I forget these treasures ; for 
[ have loved nature, and the skies of night and day, in 
ill their changes, from my childhood, and they have 
l>een unspeakably dear to me ; for in them I see the 
evidence of an Almighty Maker, and in the excessive 
beauty of the stars and the unfading and equal splen- 
dor of their steadfast fires, I see glimpses of an inu 
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mortal lifci and find an answer to the eternal question- 
ing within me ! 

** Three ! , The village clock reaches us to-night; 
Nay, the wind cannot harm me now. Turn me more 
to the window, for I would look nearer upon the stars; 
it is the last time — I am sure of it — ^the very last ! Yet 
to-morrow night those stars will all be there, — ^not one 
missing from the sky, nor shining one ray ^e less be* 
cause I am dead ! It is strange that thi» thought 
should be so bitter, — strange that the companionshm 
should be so close between our earthly affections and 
those spiritual worlds, — and stranger yet, that satis- 
fied as we must be that we shall know them nearer 
and better when released from our flesh, we still cling 
so fondly to our earthly and imperfect vision. I fee^ 
Philip, that I shall traverse hereafter every star in those 
bright heavens. If the course of that career of know- 
le<^e, which I believe in my soul it will be the reward 
of the blessed to run, be determined in any degree by 
the strong desires that yearn so sickeningly within us, 
I see the thousand gatei^ of my future heaven shining 
at this instant above me. There they are ! — ^the clus* 
tering TPleiades, with * their sweet influences ;' and 
the morning star, melting into the east with its trans- 
cendent lambency and whiteness ; and the broad ga- 
laxy, with its myriads of bright spheres, dissolving into 
each others's light, and belting the heavens like a gir- 
dle. I shall see them all ! I shall know them and 
their inhabitants as the angels of God know them ;; 
the mystery of their order, and the secret of their 
wonderful harmony, and the duration of their appoint- 
ed courses,— all will be made clear P' 

I have trespassed again, most indulgent reader, on 
the limits of these Procrustean papers. I must defer 
the " change" that " came o*er the spirit of my^dream" 
till another mood and time. Meanwhile, you may 









LOVE A^D SPECULATION. 155 

ier Edith, if you like, the true heart she tliought 
If (and I thought her) during her nine deaths in 
3rary ; and you will have leisure to imagine the 
years over which we shall skip with this finally 
g which I made a journey to the North, and danced 
winter in your own territories at Quebec — a cir- 
tance I alludfe to, no less to record the hospitali- 
fthe garrison of that time (this was m '27 — ^were 
lere Vj than to pluck forth frdm Time's hinder- 
wallet a modest copy of verses I addressed thence 
ith. She sent them back to me considerably 
ed ; but I give you the original draught, scom- 
er finger in my poesies. 

TO EDITH, FROM THE MORTB. 

A s, gazing on the Pleiades, 

We count each fair and starry one, 
Yet wander from the hght of these, 

To muse upon the * Pleiad gone ;' — 
As, bending o'er fresh gathered dowers, 

The rose's most enchanting hue 
Reminds us but of. other hours, 

Whose roses were all lovely, too ; — 
So, dearest, when I rove among 

The bright ones of this northern sky, 
And mark the smile, and list the song. 

And watch the dancers gliding by, — 
The fairer still they seem to be, 
The more it stirs a thought of thee. 

The sad, sweet bells of twilight chime. 

Of many hearts' may touch but one, 
And so this seeming careless rhyme 

Will whisper to thy heart alone. 
I give it to the winds. The bird, 

Let loose, to his far nest will flee : 
And love, though breathed but on a word. 

Will find thee, over land and sea. ^ 

Though clouds across the sky have driven, 

We trust the star at last vnll shine ; 
And, like the very light of heaven, 

I trust thy love— (nift Umk inmnt I 
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PART III. 

A DIGRESSION. 



** Boy. Will you not sleep, Sir ? 

KnighL Fling tbewindow up ! 

I'll look upon the stars. Where twinkle now 
The Pleiades? 

Boy, Here Master ! 

KnighL Throw me now 

My cloak upon ny shoulders, and good night ! 
I have no mmd to sleep ! * ♦ ♦ 
♦ * * * She bade me look 
Upon this band of stars when other eyes 
Beamed on me briehtly, and remember her 
By the Lost Pleiad. 

Boy. Are you well, Sir 7 

KnigfU, Boy ! 

Love you the stars ? 

Boy, When they first spring it eve 

Better than near to morning. 

Knight. Fickle child ! 

Are they more fair in twilight ? 

Boy. Master, no ! 

Brighter as night wears on, — but J forget 
ThSr beaiutyf iSiMng on them long /" 

'* Sir Fabl4N," an vfipubUshed Poem. 



It was a September night at the University, 
the morrow Iwas to appear upon the stage as 
winner of the first honors of my year. I was 
envy — the admiration^^in some degree the wonc 
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of the collegiate town in which the University stands^ 
for I had commenced my career as the idlest and 
most riotous of freshmen. What it was that had sud- 
denly made me enamored of my chambers and my 
books — ^that had saddened my manners and softened 
my voice — ^that had given me a disgust to champagne 
and my old allies, in favor of cold water and the 
Platonbts — ^that, in short, had metamorphosed, as 
Bob Wilding would have said, a gentleman-like rake 
and vau-rim into so dull a thing as an exemplary 
academician — was past the divining of most of my 
acquaintances* Gh, once-loved Edith ! hast thou 
any inkling in thy downward metempsychosis of the 
philosophy of this marvel 1 v 

If you were to set a poet to make a town, with carte 
blanche as to trees, gardens, and green blinds, he 
would probably turn out very much such a place as 
New-Haven. (Supposing your education in geo- 
graphy to have been neglected, dear reader, this is 
the second capital of Connecticut, a half-rural, half- 
metropolitan town, lying between a precipice that 
makes the fag-end of the Green Mountains and a 
handsome bay in Long-Island Sound.) The first 
thought of the inventor of New-Haven was to lay out 
the streets in parallelograms, and the second was to 
plant them from suburb to water-side with the magni- 
ficent elms of the country. The result is, that at the 
end of fifty years, the town is biuied in leaves. If it 
were not for the spires of the churches, a bird flying 
over on his autumn voyage of the Floridas would 
never mention, having seen it in his travels. It is a . 
glorious tree, the elm — and those of the place I speak 
of are famous, even in our land of trees, for their 
surprising size and beauty. With the curve of their . 
stems in the sky, the long weepers of jtheir outer and 
lower branches drop into the street, fanning youi* 
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face as you pass under with their geramum-Uke leavo; 
and close overhead^ interwoven like the trellice of i 
vine, they break up the light of the sky into goldei 
flecks, and make you, of the common highway, a 
bower of the most approved secludedness and beauty. 
The houses are something between an Italian palace 
and an English cottage — ^built of wood, but, in the 
dim light of those overshadowing trees, as fair to the 
eye as marble with their triennial coats of paint ; airf 
each stands in the midst of its own encircling grasB- 
plot, half buried in vines and flowers, and facing 
outward from a cluster of gardens divided by slender 

Ealings, and filling up with fruit-trees and summer 
ouses the square on whose limit it stands. TheD) 
like the vari-colored parallelograms upon a chess- 
board, green openings are left throughout the town, 
fringed with triple and interweaving elm-rows, th^ 
long and weeping branches sweeping downward to 
the grass, and with their enclosing shadows keeping 
moist and cool the road they overhang ; and fair 
forms (it is the garden of American beauty — New- 
Haven) flit about in the green light in primitive secu- 
rity and freedom, and you would think the place, if 
you alit upon it in a summer's evening, what it seems 
to me now in memory, and what I have made it in 
tins Rosa-Matilda description, a scene from Boccac- 
cio, or a vision from long-lost Arcady. 

New-Haven may have weight thousand inhabitants. 
Its steamers run to New- York in six hours (or did in 
my time — I have ceased to be astonished on thai sub- 
ject, and should not wonder if they did it now in tm 
— a trifle of seventy miles up the Sound,) and the 
ladies go up in the morning for a yard of bobbin and 
return at night, and the gentlemen the same for a 
stroll in Broadway; and it is to this circumstance 
that, while it preserves its rural exterior, it is a very . 
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metropolitan place in the character of its society. 
The Amaryllis of the petty cottage you admire wears 
the fashion twenty days from Paris, and her shepherd 
[las a coat from Nugee, the divine peculiarity of 
ivhich is not yet suspected east of Bond-Street ; and, in 
the newspapers hanging half out of the window, therc^ 
is news, red-hot with the. velocity of its arrival, from 
Russia and the Rocky Mountains, from the sources of 
the Mississippi and the brain of Monsieur Herbault. 
Distance is an imaginary quantity, and Time, that 
used to give every thing the go-by, has come to a 
stand-still in his astonishment. There will be a pro- 
position in Congress ere long to do without him alto- 
gether— every new thing "saves time" so marvel- 
lously. 

Bright as seems to me this seat of my Alma Mater, 
bowever, and gaily as I describe it, it is to me, if I may 
30 express it, a picture of memory glazed and put 
away ; if I see it ever again, it will be but to walk 
through its embowered streets by a midnight moon, 
[t is vain and heart-breaking to go back, after absence, 
to any spot of earth of which the interest was the hu- 
man ;love whose home and cradle it has been. But 
there is a period in our lives when the heart fuses and 
compounds with the things about it, and the close 
3namel with which it overruns and binds in . the aflFec- 
;ions, and which hardens in the lapse of years till the 
mmortal germ within is not more durable and un- 
tvasting, warms never again, nor softens ; and there 
s nothing on earth so mournful and unavailing as to 
return to the scenes which are unchanged, and look 
;o return to ourselves and others as we were when we 
:bu8 knew them. 

Yet we think (I judge you by my own soul, gentle 
•eader,) that it is others — ^not we — who are changed ! 
We meet the friend that we loved in our youth, and 
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it IS ever he who is cold and altered ! We take the 
hand that we bent over with our passionate kisses id 
boyhood, and our raining tears when we last parted, 
and it is ever hers that returns not the pressure aod 
her eyes, and not ours— oh, not ours! — that look back 
the moistened and once familiar regard with a dry lid 
and a gaze of stone ! Oil God ! it is ever Ae, — the 
friend you have worshipped. — for whom you would 
have died, — who gives you the tips of his fingers, and 
greets you with a phrase of fashion, when you would 
rush into his bosom and break your heart with weep- 
ing out the imprisoned tenderness of years ! I couU 
carve out the heart from my bosom, and fling it with 
a malison into the sea,. when I think how utterly and 
worse than useless it is in this world of mocking 
names ! Yet " love" and " friendship" are words that 
read well. You' could scarce spare them in poetry. 
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It was, as I have said, a moonlight night of unpa- 
ralleled splendor. The morrow was the college anni- 
versary — ^the day of the departure of the senior class, 
— and the town, which is, as it were, a part of the Uni- f 
versity, was in the usual tumult of the gayest and l< 
saddest evening of the year. The night was warm, 
and the houses, of which the drawing-rooms are all 
on a level with the gardens in the rear, and through 
which a long hall stretches like a ball room, were 
thrown open, doors and windows, and the thousand 
students of the University, and the crowds of their 
friends, and the hosts of strangers drawn to the place 
at this season by the annual festivities^ and the fami- 
lies, every one with a troop of daughters (as the leaves 
on our trees, compared with those of old countries — 
three to one, — i^o are our sons and daughters,) were all 
sitting without lamps in the moon-lit room, or strol- 
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together, lovers and friends, in the fragrant gar- 
3, or looking out upon the street, returning the 
itings of the passers-by, or, with heads uncovered, 
ng backward and forward beneath the elms before 
door, — ^the whole scene one that the angels in hea- 
might make a holiday to see. 
here were a hundred of my fellow-seniors — ^young 

of from eighteen to twenty-four,— every one of 
m was passing the last evening of the four most 
'essible and attaching years of his life, with the 
ly in which he had been most intimate, in a town 
re refinement and education had done their utmost 
1 the society, and which was renowned through- 
A.merica for the extraordinary beauty of its women. 
y had come from every state in the Union, and 
jrcorgian and the Vermontese, the Kentuckian and 
i^irginian, were to start alike on the morrow-night 
a lengthening chain for home, each bearing away 
learts he had attached to him, (one or more !) and 
n^ his own, till, like the magnetized needle, it 
Id drop away with the weakened attraction ; and 
J was probably but one that night in the depart- 
:roop who was not whispering in some throbbing 
the passionate but vain and mocking avowal of 
ty in love ! And yet I had had my attachments 
— and there was scarce a house in that leafy and 
nuring paradise of friendship and trees that would 
ia\e hailed me with acclamation had I entered 
oor ; and I make this record of kindness and hos- 
iy, (unforgotten after long years of vicissitude 
ravel,) with the hope that there may yet live sonie 
ory as constant as mine, and that some eye will 
it with a warmth in its lid, and some lip — some 
it least — murmur, " / remember him !" There 
rees in that town whose drooping leaves I could 

to my lips with an affection as passionate as if 
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they were human, though the lips and voices that hare, 
endeared them to me are as changed as the foliage) 
upon the branch, and would recognise my love ai, 
coldly. 

There was one, I say, who walked the throngeo^ 
pavement alone that night, or but with such companj, 
as Uhland's ;* yet the heart of that solitary senior was- 
far from lonely. The palm of years of ambition wai 
in his grasp, — ^the reward of daily self-denial and mid- 
night watching, — the prize of a straining mind and a 
yearning desire ; — and there was not one of the many 
who spoke of him that night in those crowded roomsi 
either to rejoice in his success or to wonder at its 
attainment, who had the shadow of an idea what 
spirit sat uppermost in his bosom. Oh ! how common 
is this ignorance of human motives ! How distanti 
and slight, and unsuspected are the springs often of 
the most desperate achievement ! How little the world 
knows for what the poet writes, the scholar toils, the 
politician sells his soul, and the soldier perils his life ! 
And how insignificant and unequal to the result would 
seem these invisible wires, could they be traced back 
from the heart whose innermost I'esource and faculty 
they have waked and exhausted ! It is a startling 
tlnng to question even your own' soul for its motive. 
Ay, even in trifles. Ten to one you are surprised at 
the answer. I have asked myself, while writing this 
sentence, whose eye it is most meant to please ; and, 
as I live, the face that is conjured at my bidding is of 
one of whom I have not had a definite thought for 

* Almost the sweetett thing I remember is the German poet*i 
thought when crossing the ferrj to his wife and child.— 

<< Take, O boatman I thrice thy fee, 

Take, I give it willingly : 

For, invisibly to thetf 

Sffritt (to«ifi iMve croeted with tnei** 
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years. I would lay my life she thinks at this instant 
I have forgotten her very name. Yet I know she 
will read this page with an interest no other could 
awaken, striving to trace in it the changes that have 
come over me since we parted. I know, (and I knew 
fAcn, though we never exchanged a word save in 
friendship,) that she devoted her innermost soul when 
we strayed together by that wild river in the West, 
(dost thou remember it, dear friend 1 for now I speak 
to thee !) to the study of mind and character of which 
she thought better than the world or their possessor ; 
and I know — oh, how well I know ! — ^that with hus- 
band and children around her whom she loves and 
to whom she is devoted, the memory of me is laid 
away in her heart like a fond but incomplete dream of 
what once seemed possible, — ^the feeling with which 
the mother looks on her witless boy and loves him 
more for what he might have been, than his brothers 
for what they are ! 

I scarce know what thread I dropped to take up this 
improvista digression, (for, like " Opportunity and the 
Hours,*' I " never look back ;"*) — ^but let usreturn to 
the shadow of the thousand elms of New-Haven. 

The Gascon thought his own thunder and light- 
ning superior to that of other countries, but I must run 
the hazard of your incredulity as well in prefering 
an American moon. In Greece and Asia Minor, per- 
haps, {ragione — she was first worshipped there) Cythe- 
ris shines as brightly ; but the Ephesian of Connecti- 
cut sees the flaws upon the pearly buckler of the god« 
dess, as does the habitant of no other clime. His.eye 
lies close to the moon. There is no film, and no visi- 
ble beam in the clarified atmosphere. Her light, is 
less an emanation than a presence — ^the diflference be- 
tween the water in a thunder shower and the depths 

* Walter Savage lAndor. 
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of the sea. The moon stru^les to you in England-* 
she is all about you, like an element of the air, in 
America. 

The night was breathless, and the fragmented ligk 
lay on the pavement in motionless stars, as clear asd 
definite in their edges as if the ^'patines of bright golf^ 
had dropped through the trees, and lay glittering be- 
neath my feet. There was a kind of darkness Visible 
in the streets, overshadowed as they were by the massy 
and leaf-burthened elms, and as I looked through the 
houses,standing in obscurity myself, the gardens seern^ 
ed full of day-light-r-the unobstructed moon poure!l 
with such a flood of radiance on the flowery alleys 
within, and their gay troops of promenaders. And as 
I distinguished one and another familiar friend,*. with ^ 
a form as familiar clinging to his side, and with droops ^ 
ing head and faltering step, listening or replying, (I ^ 
well knew,) to the avowals of love and truth, I mur- ^ 
mured in thought to my own far away, but never-for- ^ 
gotten Edith, a vow as deep, — ^ay, deeper than theiiS) ^ 
as my spirit and hers had been sounded by the pro- ^ 
founder plummet of sorrow and separation. How the ^ 
very moonlight — ^how the stars of heaven — ^how the j, 
balm in the sur, and the langor of summer night in 
my indolent frame, seemed, in those hours of loneli- 
ness, ministers at the passionate altar-fires of my love ! 
Forsworn and treacherous Edith ! do I live to write 
this for thine eye ? 

I linger upon these trifles of the past— these hours 
for wWch I would have borrowed wings when they 
were here — and, as then they seemed but the flowering 
promise of happiness, they seem now like the fruit, 
enjoyed and departed. Past and future bliss there 
would seem to be in the world — ^knows any one of 
such a commodity in the present f I have not seen 
it in my travels. 
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III. 

^as strolling on through one of the most fashion- 
and romantic streets (when did these two words 
before find themselves in a sentence together 1) 
I a drawing-room with which I was very familiar, 
alike most others on that bright night, by a sus- 
ed lamp, and crowded with company, attracted 
.ttention for a moment. Between the house and 
treet there was a slight shrubbery shut in by a 
3 paling, just sufficient to give an air of seclusion 
s low windows without concealing them from the 
jr-by, and, with the freedom of an old visiter, I 
nsciously stopped, and looked unobserved into 
[*ooms. It was the residence of a magnificent 
who was generally known as the Connecticut 
ty — a singular instance in America of what is 
d in. England a fine woman. (With us that word 
es wholly to moral qualities.) She was as large 
ino, and a great deal handsomer, if the painters 
done that much-snubbed goddess justice. She 
a " book of beauty" printed with virgin type ; 
bat, by the way, suggests to me what I have all 
life been trying to express — ^that some women 
wrought of new material altogether, apropos to 
•s who seem mortal rechauffes — as if every limb 
ieature had been used, and got out of shape in 
: other person's service. The lady I speak of 
3d new — and her name was Jsidora. 
le was standing just under the lamp, vnth a sin- 
'ose in her hair, listening to a handsome cox- 
) of a classmate of mine with evident pleasure, 
was a great fool, (did I mention that before 1) 
treak, and vacant, and innocent of an idea as she 
Faustina was not m6re naturally majestic, nor 
he {soil elk en grande) more divinely and mean- 
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inglj graceful. Loveliness and fascination came to 
her as dew and sunshine to the flowers, and shl 
obeyed her instinct as they theirs, and was helplesdj;! 
and without design, the loveUest thing in natore. I 
do not see, for my part, why all women should not 
be so. They are as useful as flowers ; they perpetuate 
our species. 

I was looking at her with irresistible admiration, 
when a figure stepped out from the shadow of a tree, 
and my chum, monster, and ally, Job Smith, (of 
whom I have before spoken in these historical papen,) 
laid his hand on my shoulder. 

*' Do you know, my dear Job,** I said, in a solemn 
tone of admonition, '^ that blind John was imprisoned 
for looking into people*s windows?* 

But Job was not in the vein for fdeatantry. The 
light fell on his face as I spoke to him, and a more 
haggard, alhiost blasted expression of countenance, I 
never saw even in a madhouse. I well knew he hid 
loved the splendid girl that stood unconsciously in our 
sight, since his first year in college ; but that it would 
ever so master him, or that he could link his mon* 
strous deformity, even in thought, with that radiant 
vision of beauty, was a thing that I thought as proba- 
ble as that hirsute Pan would tempt from her sphere 
the moon that kissed Endymion. 

'4 have been standing here looking at Isidora, ever 
since you left me," said he. (We had parted three, 
hours before, at twilight.) 

*^And why not go in, in the name of common 
sense V* 

" Oh ! God, Phil !— with this demon in my heart* 
Can you see my face in this light 1" 

It was too true! he would have frightened the 
household gods from their pedestals, 

"But what would you do, my dear Job 1 Why 
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l^ome here to madden yourself with a sight you must 
bave known you would see !" 

« Phil." 

" What, my dear boy V^ 

*• Will you do me a kindness T 

« Certainly." 

" Isidora would do any thing you wished her to do V 

" Um ! with a reservation, my dear chum !" 

" But she would g^ve you the rose that is in her 
hair." 

" Without a doubt." 

" And for me — ^if you told her it was for me. — 
Would she not !" 

" Perhaps. But will that content you 1" 

** It will soften my despair. I will never look on. 
her face more ; but I should like my last sight of her 
to be associated with kindness !" 
, Poor Job ! how true it is that " aflFection is a fire 
which kindleth as well as in the bramble as in the oak, 
and catcheth hold where it first lighteth, not where it 
may best bum." I do believe in my heart that the soul 
in thee was designed for a presentable body — ^thy in- 
stincts were so invariably mistaken. When didst 
thou ever think a thought, or stir hand or foot, that it 
did not seem prompted, monster though thou wert, by 
conscious good-looking-ness ! What a lying simili- 
tude it was that was written on every blank page in 
thy Lexicon : " Larks that mount in the air, build 
their nests below in the earth ; and women that cast 
their eyes upon kings, may place their hearts upon 
vassals." Appelles must have l3een better looking 
than Alexander, when Campaspe said that ! 

As a general thing you may ask a friend freely to 
break any three of the commandments in your service, 
but you should hesitate to require of friendship a viola- 
tion of etiquette. I was in a round jacket and boots. 
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it was a dress evening throughout New-Haven. 1 
looked at my dust-covered feet, when Job asked me to 
enter a soiree upon his errand, and passed my thunA 
and finger arouj^d the edge of my white jacket ; but I 
loved Job as the Arabian loves his camel, and for tbe 
same reason, with a diflFerence — ^the imperishable well- 
spring he carried in his heart through the desert of the 
world, and which I well knew he would give up lA 
life to offer at need, as patiently as the animal whose 
construction (inner and outer) he so remarkably re- 
sembled. When I hesitated, and looked down at my 
boots, therefore, it was less to seek for an excuse to 
evade the sacrificing oflSce required of me, than to 
beat about in my unprepared mind for a preface to my 
request. If she had been a woman of sense, I should 
have had no difficulty ; but it requires caution and skSI 
to go out of the beaten track with a fool. 

" Would not the rose do as well," said I, in desperate 
embarrassment, " if she does not know that it is for 
you my dear Job ?" It would have been very easy to 
have asked for it for myself. 

Job laid his hand upon his side, as if I could not 
comprehend the pang my proposition gave him. 

" Away prop, and down scaffold," thought I, as 1 
gave my jacket a hitch, and entered the door. I 

" Mr. Slingsby," announced the servant. 

" Mr. Slingsby ?" inquired the mistress of the house, 
seeing only a white jacket in the clair obscur of the 
hall. 

"Mr. Slingsby!!!" cried out twenty voices in 
amazement, as I stepped over the threshhold mto the 
light. 

It has happened since the days of Thebet Ben Kho- 
rat, that scholars have gone mad, and my sanity was 
evidently the uppermost concern in the minds of aB 
present (I should observe, that in those days, I 
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relished rather of dandyism.) As I read the suspicion 
in their minds, however, a thought struck me, I went 
straight up to Miss Higgins, and, sotto voccy asked her 
to take a turn with me in the garden. 

" Isidora," I said, " I have long bflown your supe- 
riority of mind," (when you want any thing of a wo- 
man, praise her for that in which she is most deficient, 
says La Bruyere,) " and I have great occasion to rely 
on it in the request I am ahout to make of you." 

She opened her eyes, ahd sailed along the gtavel- 
walk Mdth heightened majesty. I had not had occa- 
sion to pay her a compliment before since my fresh- 
man year. 

« What is it, Mr. Shngsby T 

" You know Smith — my chum," 

" Certainly." 

" I have just come from him," 

" Well !" 

" He is gone mad !" 

« Mad ! Mr. Slingsby ?" 

" Stark and furious !" 

" Gracious goodness !" 

" And all for you !" 

" For me ! !" 

" For you !" I thought her great blue eyes would 
have become what they call in America " sot," at this 
astonishing communication. 

" Now, Miss Higgins," I continued, " pray listen'; 
my poor friend has such extraordinary muscular 
strength, that seven men cannot hold him." 

" Gracious !" 

" And he has broken away, and is here at your door." 

" Good gracious !" 

^^ Don't be afraid ! He is as gentle as a kitten when 
I am present. And now hear my request. — He leaves 
town to-morrow, as you well know, not to return. I 

VOL. I. 16 



170 EDITH UNSET. 

shall take turn home to Vermont with keepers. He if 
bent upon one thing, and in that you must humor 
him." 
Miss Higgins began to be alarmed. 
" He has looked through the window and seen you 
with a rose in your hair, and, despairing even in his 
madness, of your love, he says, that if you would give 
him that rose with a kind word, and a farewell, he 
should be happy. You will do it, wiU you not 1" 
" Dear me ! I should be so afraid to speak to him !'* 
" But will you ? and PU tell you what to say.** 
Miss Higgins gave a reluctant consent, and I passed 
ten minutes in dnlling her upon two sentences, which, 
with her fine manner and sweet voice, really sounded 
like the most interesting voice in the world. I left her 
in the summer-house at the end of the garden, and re- 
turned to Job. 

" You have come without it !" scud the despairing 
lover, falling back against the tree. 

'^ Miss Higgins's compliments, and begs you will go 
round by the gate and meet her in the summer-house. 
She prefers to manage her own aflairs." 
" Grood Grod are you mocking me P' 
" I will accompany you, my dear boy." 
There was a mixture of pathos and ludicrousness 
in that scene which starts a tear and a laugh together, 
whenever I recall it to my mind. The finest heart in 
the world, the most generous, the most difiident of it- 
self yet the most self-sacrificing and delicate was at 
the altar of its devotion, offering its all in passionate 
abandonment for a flower and a kind word ; and she, 
a goose in the guise of an angel, repeated a phrase of 
kindness of which she could not comprehend the mean- 
ing or the worth, but which was to be garnered up by 
that half-broken hearl!, as a treasure that repaid him 
for years of unrequited affection ! She recited it really 
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ry well. I stood at the latticed door„ and interrupted 
em the instant there was a pause in the dialogue ; 
id getting Job away as fast as possible, I left Miss 
iggins with a promise of secrecj, and resumed my 
idnight stroll. 

Apropos — among Job's letters is a copy of verses 
hich, spite of some little inconsistencies, I think 
ere written on this very occasion. 

I 

Nay — smile not on me — I have borne 

Indifference and repulse from thee ; 
With my heart sickening I have worn 

A brow, as thine own cold one, free ; 
~ My lip has been as gay as thine, 

Ever thine own light mirth repeating. 
Though, in this burning brain of mine, 

A throb the while, like death was beating ; 
My spirit did not sink or swerve — 
Thy look — ^I thank thee ! — froze the nerve ! 

IL 

Btrt now again, as when I met 

And loved thee in my happier days, 
A smile upon th^r bright lip plays, 
And kindness in thine eye is set — 

And this I cannot bear ! 
It melts the manhood from my pride. 
It brings me closer to thy side — 

Bewilders—chains me there- 
There — where my dearest hope was crush'd and died'! 

III. 
Oh, if thou could'st but know the deep 

Of love that hope has nurs'd for years, 
How in the heart's still chambers sleep 

Its hoarded thoughts, its trembling fears — 
Treasure that love has brooded o'er 
Till life, than this, has nothing mor&-<- 

And could'st thou — but 'tis vain t — 
I will not, cannot tell thee, how 
That hoard consumes its coflbr now— 

I may not write of pain 
That sickens in the heart, and madens in the brain ! 
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IV. 
Then smile not on me ! pass me by 

Coldly, and with a careless mien«- -' 

Twill pierce my heart, and fill mine eye, 
But I shall be as I have been — 
Q,uiet in my despair I 
'Tis better than the throbbing fever, 
That else were in my brain forever. 
And easier to bear ! 
ni not upbraid the coldest look — 
The bitterest word thou hast, in my sad pride Pll brook .' 

If Job had rejoiced in a more euphonous name, I 
should have bought a criticism in some review, and 
started him fairly as a poet. But "Job Smith!"— 
" Poems by Job Smith !"-— it would never do ! If he 
wrote like a seraph, and printed the book at his own 
expense, illustrated and illuminated, and half-a-crown 
to each person that would take one away, the critics 
would damn him all the same ! Really one's father 
and mother have a great deal to answer for ! 

But Job is a poet who should have lived in the 
middle ages, no less for the convenience of the nm 
ne guerTy fashionable in those days, than because 
his poetry being chiefly the mixed product of feeling 
and courtesy, is particularly susceptible to ridicule. 
The philosophical and iron-wire poetry of our day 
stands an attack like a fortification, and comes down 
upon the besieger with reason and logic as good as his 
own. But the more delicate oflspring of tenderness 
and chivalry, intending no violence, and venturing 
out to sea upon a rose-leaf, is destroyed and sunk be- 
yond diving-bells by half a breath of scorn. I would 
subscribe liberally myself to a private press and a 
court of honor in poetry — critics, if admitted, to be 
dumb upon a penalty. Will no Howard or Wilber- 
force act upon this hint ! Poets now-a-days are more 
slaves and felons than your African, or your culprit at 
the Old Bailey! 
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would go a great way, privately, to find a genuine 
rk of chivalry, and Job lit his every-day lamp with 
* See what a redolence of old time ihere is in these 
ses which I copied long ago from a lady's album. 
:, you may ridicule them if you like ! 

There is a story I have met, 

Of a high angel, pure and true, 
With eyes that tears had never wet, 

And lips that pity never knew ; 
But ever on his throne he sate, 

With his white pinions jproudly furlM, 
And, looking from his high estate, 

Beheld the errors of a world ; 
Yet, never, as they rose to heaven. 
Plead even for one to be forgiven, 

God look'd at last upon his pride, 
And bade him fold his shining wings, 

And o'er a land where tempters bide, 
He made the heartless angel king. 

'Tis lovely reading in the tale, 

The glorious spells they tried on him, 
Ere grew his heavenly birth-star pale. 

Ere g^ew his frontlet jewel dim — 
Cups of such rare and ravishing wines 

As even a god might drink and bless. 
Gems from un searched and central mines. 

Whose light than heaven's was scarcely less — 
Gold of a sheen like crystal spars. 

And silver whiter than the moon's, 
And music like the songs of stars, . 

And perfume like a tnousand Junes, 
And breezes, soft as heaven's own air, 

Like fingers playing in his hair ! 
He shut his eyes — he closed his ear* — 

He bade them in God's name, begone ! 
And, through the yet eternal years. 

Had 8tp(Kl, the tried and sinless one ; 
But there was yet one untried spell, — 
A woman tempted — and he fell ! 

And I — if semblance I may find 
Between such glorious sphere and mine-* 

Am not to the hieh honor blind. 
Of filling this mr page of thino^ 

16* 



174 ^ EDITH LlKflEr. 

« 

Writing my unheard name among 
Sages and lirei and men of song t*^ 

But honor, though the heat e*er given, 
And elory, though it were a king's, 

And power, though loving it like heaven 
Were, to my seeming, lesser things. 

And less temptation, far, to me, 

Than half a hope of servtn/f thee / 

I am mounted upon my hobby now, dear 
for Job Smith, thoygh as hideous an idol as e 
worshipped on the Indus, was still my idol, 
a little touch of his quality : 

I look upon the fading flowers 

Thou gav'st me, lady, in thy mirth, 
Aod mourn, that, with the perishing hours 

Such fair things perish from the earth 
For thus, I know, the moments feeling 

Its own li^ht web of life unweaves, 
The deepest trace from memory stealing, 

Like perfume from these dymg leaves, — 
The thought that gave it, and the flower, 
Alike the creatures of an hour. 

And thus it better were perhaps. 

For feeling is the nurse of pain. 
And joys that linger in their lapse. 

Must die at last, and so are vain ! 
Could I revive these faded flowers. 

Could I call back departed bhss, 
I would not, though this world of ours 

Were ten times brighter than it is ! 
They must — and let them— pass away ! 
We are forgotten ! — even as they ! 

I think I must give Edith another reprieve, 
have no idea why I have digressed this time from thcl 
story which (you may see by the motto at the begin- 
ning of the paper) I have not yet told. I can con- 
ceive easily how people, who have nothing to do, be-' 
take themselves to autobiography — it is so pleasant | 
rambling about over the past and regathcring only 
the flowers. Why should pain and mortification be 
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red 1 The world is no wiser for these writ- 
iences. "The hest book," said Soiithey, 
; little good to the world, and much harm to 
\" I shall deliberate whether to enlighten 
as to Edith's metempsychosis, or no. 
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PART IV. 



SCENERY AND A SCENE. 
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•' Truth is no Doctoresse ; she takes no degrees at Paris os Oxfoi^ 
amongst great clerks, disputants, subtle Aristotles, men wtdfoHn^m^ g 
able to .take Lully by the chin ; but oftentimes, to such an one asmj* 
selif, an IdioXa or common person, no great things, melancholizing IB 
woods where waters are, quiet places by rivers, fountains ; whereas 
the iilly man, expecting no such matter, thinketh only how best to ^ 
delectateand refresh his mynde continually with nature, her pleasant 
scenes, woods, waterfalls ; on a sudden tne goddess herself, Truth, '1 
has appeared with a shining li^ht and a sparkling countenance, so ts ye 
may not be able lightly to resist her.'*— durton. 

"Ever thus 

Drop from us treasures one by one ; 

They who have been from youth with us. 
Whose every look, whose, every tone. 

Is linked to us like leaves to flowers — 

They who have shared our pleasant hours — 
Whose voices, so familiar grown, I 

They almost seem to us our own — 

The echoes of each breath of ours — 
They who have ever been our pride. 

Yet in their hours of triumph dearast — 
They whom we must have known and tried, 

And loved the most when tried the nearest — 
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They pass from us, like stars that wane, 

The brightest still before, 
Orcold haks broken from a chain 

l^t can be join'd no more." 



Job Smith and myself were on the return from Ni- 
igara. It was in the slumberous and leafy midst of 
Tune. Lake Erie had Iain with a slender glaze upon 
its bosom for days ; the ragged trees upon its green 
shore dropping their branches into the stirless water, 
IS if it were some rigid imitation — ^the lake glass, and 
:he leaves emerald ; — ^the sky was of an April blue, 
IS if a night-rain had washed out its milkiness, till you 
jould see through its clarified depths to the gates of 
leaven; and yet breathless and sunny as was the 
ace of the earth, there was a nerve and a vitality m 
he air that exacted of every pulse its full compass, 
searched every pore for its capacity of the joy of ex- 
stence. 

No one can conceive who has not had his imagination 
stretched at the foot of Niagara, or in the Titanic soli- 
:udes of the west, the vastness of the unbroken phases 
jf nature ; — where every tree looks a king, and every 
lower a marvel of glorious form and color — where 
:he rocks are rent every one as by the " tenth" thun- 
ierbolt — and lake, mountain- or river, ravine or water- 
Fall, cave or eagle's nest, whatever it may be that feeds 
the eye or the fancy, is as the elements have shaped 
and left it— where the sculpture, and the painting, and 
the poetry, and the wonderful alchymy of Nature, go 
on under the naked eye of the Almighty, and by His 
own visible and uninterrupted hand, and where the 
music of nature, from the anthem of the torrent and 
gtorm, broken only by the scream of the vulture, to the 
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trill of the rivulet with its accompaniment of singing 
birds and winds, is for ever ringing its changes, as if 
for the stars to hear— in such scenes, I say, and in such 
scenes only, is the imagination overtasked or stretched 
to the capacity of a seraph's ; and while common minds 
sink beneath them to the mere inanitiori of their ammal 
senses, the loftier spirit takes their color and stature, 
and outgrows the common and pitiful standards of the 
world. Cooper and Leatherstocking thus became what 
they are — ^the one a high priest of imagination and po- 
etry, and the other a simple-hearted but mere creature 
of instinct ; and Cooper is no more a living man, lia- 
ble to the common laws of human nature, than Lea- 
therstocking a true and life-like transcript of the more 
common effects of those overpowering solitudes on the 
character. 

We got on board the canal-boat at noon, and Job 
and myself, seated on the well-cushioned seats, widi 
the blinds half-turned to give us the prospect and ex- 
clude the sun, sat disputing in our usual amicable way. 
He was the only man I ever knew with whom I could 
argue without losuig my temper ; and the reason wafl^ 
that I always had the last word, and thought mysetf 
victorious. 

" We are about to return into the bosom of society, 
my dear Job," said I, looking with unctuous good na- 
ture on the well-stiaped boot I had put on for the first 
time in a month this morning. (It is an unsentimen- 
tal fact that hob-nailed shoes are indispensable on the 
most poetical spots of earth.) 

" Yes," said Job ; " but how superior is the societj 
we leave behind ! Niagara and Erie ! What in your 
crowded city is comparable to these 1" 

" Nothing for size ! — ^but for society— you will think 
me a Pagan, dear chum,— but, on my honor, straight 
from Niagara as I come, I feel a most dissatisfied yearn- 
ing for the society of Miss Popkins !" 
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" Oh, Phil 1" 
" On my honor P' 

** You, who were in such raptures at the Falls !" 
^* And real ones — ^but I wanted a woman at my elbow 
to listen to them. Do you know. Job, I have made up 
my mind on a greattprinciple since we have been on our 
travels. Have you observed that I was pensive V* 
" Not particularly — ^but what is your principle ?" 
'^Thata man is a much more interesting object 
than a mountmn." 

" A man ! did you say T* 
" Yes — ^but I meant a woman !" 
"I don't think so." 

" I do ! — and I judge by myself. When did I ever 
see wonder of nature— tree, sunset, waterfall, rapid, 
lake, or river, — ^that I would not rather have been 
talking to a woman the while ? Do you remember 
the three days we were tramping through the forest 
without seeing the sun, as if we had been in the end- 
less aisl& of a cathedral 1 Do you remember the long 
morning when we lay on the moss at the foot of Ni- 
agara, and it was a divine luxury only to breathe 1 
Do you remember the lunar rainbows at midnight on 
Croat Island 1 Do you remember the ten thousand 
glorious moments we have enjoyed between weather 
imd scenery since the bursting of these summer leaves ? 
Do your 

" Certainly, my dear boy !" 

** Well, then, much as I love nature and you, there 
haa not been an hour since we packed our knapsacks, 
that, if I could have distilled a charming girl out of a 
mixture of you and any mountain, river or rock that 
I have seen, I would not have flung you, without re- 
morse, into any witch's cauldron that was large enough, 
and would boil at my bidding." 
"Monster!" 
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^^ And I believe I should have the same feelings n 
Italy or Greece, or wherever people go into raptiinl 
with things you can neither eat nor make love to." 

"Would not even the Venus fill your fancy fort 
dayT 

" An hour, perhaps, it might ; for I should be study- 
ing, in its cold Parian proportions, the warm stmetare 
of some living Musidora, but I should soon tire of it, 
and long for my lunch or my love ; and I give yoQ 
my honor I would not lose the three meals of a single 
day to see Santa Croce and St Peter*s." 

" Both V 

« Both." 

Job disdained to argue against such a want of sen- 
timental principle, and pulling up the blind, he fixed 
his eyes on the slowly gliding panorama of rock and 
forest, and I mounted for a promenade upon the deck. 

Mephistopheless could hardly have found a more 
striking amusement for Faust than the passage of three 
hundred miles in the canal from lake Erie to the Had- 
son. As I walked up and down the deck of the pa^ 
ket-boat, I thought to myself, that if it were not for 
thoughts of things that come more home to one's 
"business and bosom," (particularly "bosom,") I conH 
be content to retake my berth at Schenectady, and re- 
turn to Bufialo for amusement. The Erie canal-bost 1^ 
is a long and very pretty drawing room afloat. It htf 
a library, sofas, a tolerable cook, curtains or VenetiaB 
blinds, a civil captain, and no smell of steaiii or per- 
ceptible motion. It is drawn generally by three hoines 
at a fair trot, and gets you through about a hundred 
miles a day, as softly as if you were witchM over fte 
ground by Puck and Mustard-seed. The company 
(say fifty people) is such as pleases heaven ; though) 
must say (with my eye all along the shore, collecting 
the various dear friends I have made and left on that 
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ang canal) there are few highways on which you will 
neet so many lovely and loving fellow-passengers. 
3n this occasion my star was hankrupt— Job Smith 
)eing my only civilized companion, and I was left to 
lie unsatisfactory society of my own thoughts and the 
jcenery. 

Discontented as I may seem to have been, I remem^ 
}er, through eight or ten years of stirring and thickly^ 
jown manhood, every moment of that lonely evening. 
[ remember the progression of the sunset, from the 
engthening shadows and the first gold upon the clouds, 
:o the deepening twilight and the new-sprung star hung 
3ver the wilderness. And I remember what I am 
joing to describe^ — a twilight anthem in the forest- 
is you remember an air of Rossini's, or a transition in 
:he half-fiendish, half-heavenly creations of Meyerbeer. 
[ thought time dragged heavily then, but I wish I had 
IS light a heart and could feel as vividly now ! 
« The Erie canal is cut a hundred or two miles through 
;he heart of .the primeval wilderness of America, and 
:he boat was gliding on silently and swiftly, and never 
lailed a lost cloud through the abysses of space on a 
jourse more apparently new and untrodden. The 
uxuriant soil had sent up a rank grass that covered 
;he horse-path like velvet ; the Erie water was clear 
is a bropk in the winding canal ; the old shafts of the 
rigantic forest spurred into the sky by thousands, and 
Jie yet unscared eagle swung oflFfrom the dead branch 
)f the pine, and skimmed the tree-tops for another 
3erch, as if he had grown to believe that gliding spectre 
i harmless phenomenon of nature. The horses drew 
steadily and unheard at the end of the long line ; the 
steersman stood motionless at the tiller, and I lay on 
I heap of baggage at the prow, attentive to the slight- 
est breathing of nature, but thinking, with an ache at 
By heart, of Edith Linsey, to whose feet (did I men- 
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tion it 1) I was hastening with a lover's proper impa^ .^ 
tience. I might as well have taken another turn k V 
my " fool's paradise." \^ 

i 
k 
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The gold of the sunset had glided up the dark lune 
tops and disappeared, like a ring taken slowly uom 
an Ethiop's finger; the whip-poor-will had chanted 
the first stave of his lament ; the bat was abroad, and 
the screech-owly like all bad singers, commenced 
without waiting to be importuned, though we were 
listening for the nightingale. The air, as I said be- 
fore, had been all day breathless ; but as the first 
chill of evening displaced the warm atmosphere of 
the departed sun, a slight breeze crisped the mirrored 
bosom of the canal, and then commenced the night Yi 
anthem of the forest, audible, I would fain believe, L 
in its soothing changes, by the dead tribes whose 1^ 
bones whiten amid the perishing leaves. First, wh^ \ 
peringly yet articulately, the suspended and wavering {\ 
foliage of the birch was touched by the many-fingered 
wind, and, like a faint prelude, the silver-lined leaves 
rustled in the low branches ; and, with a moment'i 
pause, when you could hear the moving of the vul- 
ture's claws upon the bark, as he turned to get his 
breast to the wind, the increasing breeze swept into 
the pine tops, and drew forth from their firinge-like 
and myriad tassels a low monotone like the refrain of 
a far-ofi* dirge ; and still as it murmured,, (seeming to 
you sometimes like the confused and heart-brokes 
responses of the penitents on a cathedral floor,) the 
blast strengthened and filled, and the rigid leaves of 
the oak, and the swaying fans and chalices of the mag- 
nolia, and the rich cups of the tulip-trees, stirred and 
answered with their difierent voices like many-toned 
harps ; and when the wind was fully- abroad, and 
every moving thing on the breast of the earth was 
roused fr<Hn its daylight repose, the irregular and 
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capricious blast, like a player on an organ of a thou- 
sand stops, lulled and strengthened by turns, and 
Grom th^ hiss in the rank grass, low as the whisper 
of fiBHiies, to the thunder of the impinging and groan- 
ing branches of the larch and the fir, the anthem 
went ceaselessly through its changes, and the har- 
mony, (though the owl broke in with his scream, ai^d 
though the overblown monarch of the wood came 
crashing to the earth,) was still perfect and without 
a jar. It is strange that there is no sound of nature 
put of tune. The roar of the waterfall comes into 
this anthem of the forest like an accompaniment of 
bassoons, and the occasional bark of the wolf, or the 
scream of a night-bird, or even the deep-throated 
CFoak of the frog, is no more discordant than the out* 
burst of an octave flute above the even melody of an 
orchestra; and it is surprising how the large rain- 
drops, pattering on the leaves, and the small voice of 
the nightingale (singing, like nothing but himself, 
sweetest in the darkness) seems an intensitive and a 
low burthen to the general anthem of the earth— as 
it were, a single voice among instruments. 

I had what Wordsworth calls a "couchant ear'' in 
my youth, and my story will wait, dear reader, while 
I tell you of another harmony that I learned to love 
in the wilderness. 

There will come sometimes in the spring — say in 
May, or whenever the snow drops and sulphur butter- 
flies are tempted out by the first timorous sunshme — 
there will come, I say, in that yearning and youth- 
renewing season, a warm* shower at tioon. Our tent 
shall be pitched on the skirts of a forest of young 
pines, and the evergreen foliage, if foliage it. may be 
called, shall be a daily refreshment to our eye while 
watching, with the west wind upon our cheeks, the 
unclothed branches, of the elm. The rain descends 
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softly and warm ; but with the sunset the clouds br 
uway, and it grows suddenly cold enough to fre( 
The next morning you shall come out with me i 
hill-side looking upon the south, and lie down ^ 
your ear to the earth. The pine tassels hold in ei 
four of their fine fingers a drop of rain frozen lil 
pearl in a long ear-ring, sustained in their loose g 
by the rigidity of the cold. The sun grows war; 
ten, and the slight green fingers begin to relax 
yield, and by eleven they are all drooping- theii 
pearls upon the dead leaves with a murmur thro 
the forest like the swarming of the bees of H; 
There is not much variety in its music, but it 
pleasant monotone for thought, and if you hai 
restless fever in your bosom (as I had, when I leai 
to love it, for the travel which has corrupted the h 
and the ear that it soothed and satisfied then) you 
lie down with a crooked root under your head in 
skirts of the forest, and thank Heaven for an anod 
to care. And it is better than the voice of your fri 
or the song of your lady-love, for it exacts no gi 
tude, and will not desert you ere the echo dies u 
the wind. 

Oh, how many of these harmonies there are !^ 
many that we hear, and how many that are " 
constant to be heard !" I could go back to my yo 
now, with this thread of recollection, and 
sepulture a hoard of simple and long-buried joys 
would bring the blush upon my cheek to think 1 
my senses are dulled since such things could give 
pleasure ! Is there no " well of Kanathos" for ren 
ing the youth of the soul ?— no St. Hilary's crac 
no elixir, to cast the slough of heart-sickening 
heart-tarnishing custom? Find me an alchyray 
that, with your alembic and crucible, and you i 
resolve to dross again your philosopher's stone ! 
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11. 

Every body who makes the passage of the Erie 
Hal, stops at ihe half-way town of Utica, to visit a 
^nder of nature fourteen miles to the west of it,* called 
rcnton Falls. It would be becoming in me, before 
mentioning the Palls, however, to sing the praises of 
ikica and its twenty thousand inhabitants — having 
' eived much hospitality from the worthy burghers, 
d philandered up and down their well-flagged trot-^ 
very much to my private satisfaction. I should 
rn any man's judgment who should attempt to con- 
ce me that the Erie water, which comes down the 
al a hundred and fifty miles, and passes through 
k market-place of that pleasant town, has not com- 
lunicated to the hearts of its citizens the expansion 
id depth of the pareivt lake from which it is drawn, 
have a theory on that subject with which I intend to 
irprise the world whenever politics and Mr. Bulwer 
raw less engrossingly on its attention. Will any one 
M me that the dark eyes I knew there, and whose 
ce for softness and meaning I have inquired for in 
lin through Italy, and the voice that accompanied 
eir gaze — (that Pasta, in her divinest out-gush of 
elody and soul, alone recalls to me) — ^that these, and 
e noble heart, and high mind, and even the genius, that 
ere other gifts of the same marvel among women — 
at these were born of common parentage, and nursed 
r the air of a demi-metropolis ? We were but the 
ndest of friends, that bright creature and myself, and 
may say, without charging myself with the blindness 
' love, that I believe in my heart she was the foster- 
lild of the water-spirits on whose wandering streamlet 
le lived — ^that the thousand odors that swept down 
om the wilderness upon Lake Erie, and the unseen 
It wild and innumerable influences of nature, or 
faatever you call that which makes the Indian a be-- 
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liever in the Great Spirit — ^that these came down with 
those clear paters, ministering to the mind and watch- 
ing over the budding beauty of this noble and most 
high-hearted woman ! If you do not believe it, I should 
like you to tell me how else such a creature was 
" raised," as they phrase it in Virginia. I shall hold 
to my theory till you furnish me with a more reason- 
able. 

We heard at the hotel that there were several large 
parties at Trenton Falls, and with an abridgment of 
our toilets in our pockets, Job and I galloped out of 
Utica about four o'clock of as bright a summer's after- 
noon as was ever promised in the Almanac. We drew 
rein a mile or two out of town, and dawdled along the 
wild road more leisurely, Job's Green Mountain pro- 
portions fitting to the saddle spmething in the manner 
and relative fitness of a skeleton on a poodle. By the 
same token he rode safely, the looseness of his bones 
accommodating itself with singular facility to the 
irregularities in the pace of the surprised anmal be- 
neath him. 

I dislike to pass over the minutest detail of a period 
of my life that will be rather interesting in my biogra- 
phy, (it is my intention to be famous enough to merit 
that distinction, and I would recommend to my friends 
to be noting my " little peculiarities,") and with this 
posthumous benevolence in my heart, I simply record, 
that our conversation on the road turned upon Edith 
Linsey-*^t this time the lady of my constant love — ^for 
whose sake and at whose bidding I was just conclu- 
ding (with success, I presumed) a probation of three 
years of absence, silence, hard study, and rigid morals, 
and upon whose parting promise (G<)d forgive her !) I 
had built my uttermost gleaning and sand of earthly 
hope and desire. I tell you in the tail of this mock- 
ing paragraph, dear reader, that the bend of the rain- 
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bow spans not the earth more perfectly than did the 
love of that woman my hopes of future bliss ; and that 
ephemeral arc does not sooner melt into the clouds^ — 
but I am anticipating my story. 

Job's' extraordinary appearance, as he extricated 
himself from his horse, usually attracted the entire at- 
tention of the bystanders at a strange inn, and under 
cover of this, I usually contrived to get into the house 
and commit him by ordering the dinner as soon as it 
could be got ready. Else, if it was in the neighbor- 
hood of scenery, he was off till heaven knew when, 
and as I had that delicacy for his feelings never to dine 
without him, you can imagine the necessity of my hun- 
gry manoeuvre. 

We dined upon the trout of the glorious stream we 
had come to see ; and as our hosf s eldest daughter 
waited upon us, (recorded in Job's journal, in my pos- 
session at this moment, as "the most comely and gra- 
cious virgin" he had seen in his travels,) we felt 
bound to adapt our conversation to the purity of her 
mind, and discussed only the philosophical point, 
whether the beauty of the stream could be tasted in 
the flavor of the fish — Job for it, I against it. The 
argument was only interrupted by the entrance of an 
apple pudding, so hot that our tongues were fully oc- 
eupied in ren\pving it from place to place' as the mouth 
felt its heat inconvenient, and then, being in a country 
of liberty and equality, and the damsel in waiting, as 
job smilingly remarked, as much a lady as the Presi- 
dent's wife, he requested permission to propose her 
health in a cool tumbler of cider, and we adjo urned to 
the moonlight. 

III. 
Ten or fifteen years ago, the existence of Trentoii 
Falls was not known. It was discovered, like Pjes- 
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turn, by a wandering artist, when there was a town of 
ten thousand uihabitants, a canal, a theatre, a libetry* 
pole, and forty churches within fourteen miles of it. 
It may be mentioned to the credit of the Americans, 
that in the "hardness" of character of which travel- 
lers complain, there is the soft trait of a passion for 
scenery ; and before the fact of its discovery had got 
well into the " Cahawba Democrat," and " 6o-the 
whole-hog-Courier," there was a splendid wooden 
hotel on the edge .of the precipice, with a French 
cook, soda-water and olives, and a law was passed by 
the Kentucky Travellers* Club, requiring a hanging- 
bird's nest from the trees " frowning down the awfal 
abysm," (so expressed in the regulation,) as a qualifi- 
cation for membership. Thenceforward to the pre- 
sent time it has been a place of fashionable resort dur- 
ing the summer solstice, and the pine woods, in 
which the hotel stands, being impervious to the sun, 
it is prescribed by oculists for gentlemen and ladies 
with weak eyes. If the luxury of corn-cutters had 
penetrated to the United States, it might be prescribed 
for tender feet as well — the soft floor of pine-tassels 
spread under the grassless woods, being considered an 
improvement upon Turkey carpets and greeen-sward. 
Trenton Falls is rather a misnomer. I scarcely 
know what you would call it, but the vvonder of na- 
ture which bears the name is a tremendous torrent, 
whose bed, for several miles, is sunk fathoms deep in- 
to the earth — a roaring and dashing stream, so far be- 
low the surface of the forest in which it is lost, that 
you would think, as you come suddenly upon the 
edge of its long precipice, that it was a rivet in some 
inner world, (coiled within ours, as we in the outer 
circle of the firmament,) and laid open by some 
Titanic throe that had cracked clear asunder the crust 
of this " shallow earth." The idea is rather assisted if 
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you happen ta see below you, on its abysmal sbore> a 
party of adventurous travellers; for at that vast depth, 
and in contrast with the gigantic trees and rocks, the 
same number of well-shaped pismires, dressed in the 
last fashions, and philandering upon your parlor 
floor, would be about of their apparent size and dis- 
tinctness. 

They showed me at Eleusis the well by wWch 
Proserpine ascends to the regions of day on her an- 
nual visit to the plains of Thessaly — ^but with the 
gtnius loci at my elbow in the shape of a Greek girl 
as lovely as Phryne, iny memory reverted to the bared 
axle of the earth in the bed of this American river, 
and I was persuaded (looking the while at the fero- 
niere of gold sequins on the Phidian forehead ol my 
Katinka) that supposing Hades in the centre of (he 
earth, you are nearer to it by some fathoms at Tren- 
ton. I confess I have had, since my first descent into 
those depths, an uncomfortable doubt of the solidity 
of the globe — ^how the dense it can hold together with 
such a crack in its bottom ! 

It jvas a night to play Endymion, or do any Tom- 
foolery that could be laid to the charge of the moon, 
for a more omnipresent and radiant atmosphere of 
moonlight never sprinkled the wilderness with silver. 
It was a night in which to wish it might never be 
day again, — a night to be enamored of the stars, and 
bid God bless them like human creatures on their 
bright journey, — a night to love in, to dissolve in, — ^to 
do every thing but what night is made for, — sleep t 
Oh Heaven ! when I think how precious is life in such 
moments ; how the aroma, — ^the celestial bloom and 
flower of the soul, — the yearning and fast-perishing 
enthusiasm of youth waste themselves in the solitude 
of such nights on the senseless and unanswering air , 
when I wander alone, unloving and unloved, beneatk 
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influences that could inspire me with the elevation of 
a seraph, were I at the ear of a human creature that 
could summon foHh and measure my limitless capa- 
city of devotion, — when I think this, and feel this, and 
so waste my existence in vain yearnings — I could ex- 
tingush the divine spark within me like a lamp on an 
unvisited shrine, and thank Heaven for an assimila- 
tion to the animals I walk among ! And that is the 
substance of a speech I made to Job as a sequitur of a 
well-meant remark of his own, that " it was a pity 
Edith Lmsey was not there." He took the clause 
about the "animals'' to himself, and I made an apology 
for the same a year after. We sometimes give our 
friends, quite innocently, such terrible knocks in our 
rhapsodies ! 

Most people talk of the tublimUy of Trenton, but I 
have haunted it by the week together for its mere 
loveliness. The river, in the heart of that fearful 
chasm, is the most varied and beautiful assemblage of 
the thousand forms and shapes of running water that 
I know in the world. The soil and the deep-striking 
roots of the forest terminate far above you, looking like 
a black rim on the enclosing precipices ; the bed of 
the river and its sky*sustaining walls are of solid rock, 
and, with the tremendous descent of the stream, 
forming for miles one continuous succession of falls 
and rapids ; the channel is worn into curves and cavi* 
ties which throw the clear waters into forms of in- 
conceivable brilliance and 'variety. It is a sort of 
half twilight below, with here and there a long beam 
of sunshine reaching down to kiss the lip of an eddy 
or form a rainbow over a fall, and the reverberating 
and changing echoes, 

" Like a ring of bells whose sound the wind still alters.** 

maintain a constant and most soothing music, varying 



SCENERY AND A SCENE. 19l' 

at every step with the varying phase of the current. 
Cascades of from twenty to thirty feet, over which 
the river flies with a single and hurrying leap, (not a 
drop missing from the glassy and bending sheet,) oc- 
cur frequently as you ascend ; and it is from these 
that the place takes its name. But the Falls, though ^ 
beautiful, are only peculiar from the dazzling and un^ 
equalled rapidity with which the waters come to the 
leap. If it were not for the leaf which drops waver- ^ 
ing down into the abysm from trees apparently painted 
on the sky, and which is caught away by the flashing 
current as if the lightning had suddenly crossed it, 
you would think the vault of the stedfast heavens a 
flying element as soon. The spot in that long gulf of 
beauty that I best remember is a smooth descent of some 
hundred yards, where the river in full and undivided 
volume skims over a plane as polished as a table of 
scagliola, looking, in its invisible speed, like one mir- 
ror of gleaming but motionless crystal. Just above, 
there ^Is a sudden turn in the glen which sends the 
water like a catapult against the opposite angle of the 
rock, and, in the action of years, it has worn out a 
cavern of unknown depth, into which the whole 
mass of the river plunges with the abandonment of a 
flying fiend into hell, and, re-appearing like the angel 
that has pursued him, glides swiftly but with divine 
serenity on its way. (I am indebted for that last 
figure to Job, who travelled wim a Milton in his 
pocket, and had a natural redolence of "Paradise 
Lost" in his conversation.) 

Much as I detest water in small quantities (to drink,) 
I have a hydromania in the way of kkes, rivers, and 
waterfalls. It is, by much, the belle in the family of 
the Elements. Earth is never tplerable unless dis- 
guised in green, ^ir is so thin as only to be visible 
when she borrows drapery of Water ; and Fire is so 
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glaringly bright as to be unpleasant to the e; 
but Water ! soft, pure, graceful Water ! thei 
shape into which you can throw her that she g 
seem lovelier than before. She can borrow 
of her sisters. Earth has no jewels in her lap 
liant as her own spray-pearls and emeralds ; — ] 
no rubies like what she steals from the sunse 
has no robes like the grace of her fine-woven ai 
changing drapery of silver. A health (in wi 
Water 1 

Who is there that did not love some strean 
youth? Who Is there in whose vision of 1 
there does not sparkle up, from every picture c 
hood, a spring or a rivulet woven through the • 
ed and torn woof of first affection like a th 
unchanged silver 1 How do you interpret the ini 
yearning with which you search for the river-sid 
fountain in every scene of nature, — the clingii 
ware tQnthe river's course when a truant in tl 
in June, — the dull void you find in every lands 
which it is not the ornament and the centre ? I 
self, I hold with the Greek: — "Water is t 
principle of all things ; we were made from it 
shall be resolved into it."* 

IV. 

The awkward thing in all story-telling is in 
Invention you do not need if you have expe 
for fact is stranger than fiction. A beginning 
days of startling abruptness is as. simple as ope 
mouth ; and when you have once begun you < 
whenever you like, and leave the sequel to the 
imagination : but the hinges of a story,- — the 
gracefully hack from a digression, (it is easy 

The Ionic philosophy, supported by Tbal^s. 
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into one, — ^is the pas qui coute. My education^ on that 
point was neglected. 

It was, as 1 said before, a moonlight night, and 
Job and myself having like. Sir Fabian, " no mind to 
sleep," followed the fashion and the rest of the com-* 
pany at the inn, and strolled down to see the Falls by 
moonlight. I had been there before, and I took Job 
straight to the spot in the bed of the river which I 
have described above as my favorite, and, after watch- 
ing it for a iew minutes, we turned back to a dark cleft 
in the rock which afforded a rude seat, and sat musing 
in silence. 

Several parties had strolled past without seeing us 
in our recess, when two female figures, with their 
arms around each other's waists, sauntered slowly 
around the jutting rock below, and approached us, 
eagerly engaged in conversation. They came on ta 
to the very edge of the shadow which entelpped us 
and turned to look back at the scene. As tne head 
nearest me was raised to the light, I started half 
to my feet : it was Edith ! In the same instant her 
voice of music broke on my ear, and an irresistible 
impulse to listen unobserved drew me down again 
upon my seat, and Job with a similar instinct, laid his 
hand on my arm. 

**It was his favorite spot!" said Edith, (We had 
been at Trenton together years before.) "I stood here 
with him, and I wish he stood here now, that I might 
tell, him what my hand hesitates to write." 

*' Poor Philip !" said her companion, whom by the 
voice I recognized as the youngest of the Flemings, 
** I cannot conceive how you can resolve so coldly to 
break his heart." 

I felt a dagger entering my bosom, but still I listened, 
Sdith went on. 

" Why I will tell you, my dear little innocent. I 
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loved Pbilip Slingsby when I thought I was going to 
die. It was then a fitting attachment, for I neyer 
thought to need, of the goods of this world, more 
than a sick chamber and a nurse ; and Phil, was kind- 
hearted and devoted to me, and I lived at home. 
But, with returned health, a thousand ambitious de- 
sires have sprung up in my heart, and I find myself 
admired by whom I will, and every day growing 
more selfish and less poetical. Philip is poor, and 
love in a cottage, though very well for you if yoa 
like it, would never do for me. I should like him 
very well for a friend, for he is gentlemanlike and de- 
voted, but, with my ideas, I should only make him 
miserable, and so — ^1 think I had better put him out of 
misery at once — don't you think ? 

A half smothered groan of anguish escaped my hfs ; 
but it was lost in the roar of the waters, and Edith's 
voice, asLshe walked on, lessened and became inaudi- 
ble to my ear. As her figure was lost in the shadow 
of the rocks beyond, I threw myself on the bosom of 
my friend, and wept in the unutterable agony of a 
crushed heart. I know not how that night was spent, 
but I awoke at noon of the next day, in my bed, with 
Job's hand clasped tenderly in vSy own. 

• 

V. 

I kept my tryst. I was to meet Edith Linsey at 
Saratoga in July, — the last month of the probation by 
which I had won a right to her love. I had not spo- 
ken to her, or written, or seen her, (save, unknown to 
her, in the moment I have described,) in the three 
long years to which my constancy was devoted. 1 
had gained the usual meed of industry in my profes- 
sion, and was admitted to its practice. I was on the 
threshhold of manhood ; and she had promised, before 
Heaven, here to give me heart and hand« 
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I had parted from her at twelve on that night three 
years, and, as the clock struck, I stood again by her 
side in the crowded ball-room of Saratoga. 

" Good God ! Mr. Slingsby !" she exclaimed as I 
put out my hand. 

<' Am I so changed that you do not know me, Miss 
Linsey?" I asked, as she still looked with a wonder- 
ing gaze into my face, pressing my hand, however, 
With real warmth, and evidently under the control, 
for the moment, of the feelings with which we had 
parted. 

" Changed, indeed ! Why, you have studied your- 
self to a skeleton ! My dear Philip, you are ill !" 

I was, — ^but it was only for a moment. I asked her 
hand for a waltz, and never before or since came wit 
and laughter so freely to my lip. I was collected, but, 
at the same time, I was the gayest of the gay ; and 
when every body had congratulated me, in her hear- 
ing, on the school to which I had put my ^its in my 
long apprenticeship to the law, I retired to the gallery 
looking down upon the garden, and cooled my brow 
and rallied my sinking heart. 

The candles were burning low, and the ball was 
nearly over, when I entered the room again, and re- 
quested Edith to take a turn with me on the colon- 
nade. She at once assented, and I could feel by her 
arm in mine, and see by the fixed expression on her 
lip, that she did so with the intention of revealing to 
me what she little thought I could so well anticipate. 

" My probation is over," I said, breaking the silence 
which she seemed willing to prolong, and which had 
lasted till we had twice measured the long colonnade. 

" It was three years ago to-night, I think, since we 
"parted." She spoke in an absent and careless tone, as 
if trying to work out another more prominent thought 
in her mind. 



196 EDITH LINSKY. 

" Do you find me changed ?" I asked. 

« Yes — oh, yes ! very !" 

'< But I am more changed than I seem, dear Edith!" 

She turned to me as if to ask me to explain myself. 

" Will you listen to me while I tell you how ?" 

" What can you mean ? Certainly." 

" Then listen, for I fear I can scarce bring myself 
to repeat what I am going to say. When I first learn- 
ed to love you, and when I promised to love you for 
life, you w^ere thought to be dying, and I was a boy. 
I did not count on the future, for I despaired of your 
living to share it with me, and, if I had done so, I was 
still a child and knew nothing of the world. ' I have 
since grown more ambitious, and, I may as well say 
at once, more selfish and less poetical. You will easily 
divine my drift. You are poor, and I find myself, as 
you have seen to-night, in a position which will enable 
me to marry more to my advantage ; and, with these 
views, I am sure I should only make you miserable by 
fulfilling my contract with you, and you will agree 
with me that I consult our mutual happiness by this 
course — don't you think ?" 

At this instant I gave a signal to Job, who approach- 
ed and made some sensible remarks about the weather ; 
and, after another turn or two, I released Miss Lin- 
sey's arm, and cautioning her against the night air, 
left her to finish her promenade and swallow her own 
projected speech and mine, and went to bed. 

And so ended my first love ? 
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No. L 
THE DISTURBED VIGIL. 

*^ Aniofnio. Get [me a conjurer, I say 1 Inquire me out a man that 
lets out devils!'' Old Plat. 



Such a night ! It was like a festival of Dianu A 
burst of a summer shower at sunset^ with a clap or 
two of thunder, had purified the air to an intoxicating 
rareness, and the free breathing of the flowers, and 
the delicious perfume from the earth and grass, and 
the fresh foliage of the new spring, showed the de- 
light and sympathy of inanimate. Nature in the night's 
beauty. There was no atmosphere — ^nothing be- 
tween the eye and the pearly moon, — and she rode 
through the heavens without a veil, like a queen as 
she is, giving a glimpse of her nearer beauty for 'a 
festal favor to the worshipping stars. 

I was a student at the famed university of Con-^ 
necticut, and .the bewilderments of philosophy and 
poetry were strong upon me, in a place where ex-* 
quisite natural beauty, and the absence of all other 
temptation, secure to the classic neophite an ahnosi 
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supernatural wakefulness of fancy. I contracted a 
taste for the horrible in those days, which still clings 
to me. I have travelled the world over, with no ob- 
ject but general observation, and have dawdled my 
hour at courts and operas with little interest, while the 
sacking and drowning of a woman in the Bosphoms, 
thc^ impalement of a robber on the Nile, and the insane 
hospitals from Liverpool to Cathay, are described in 
my capricious journal with the vividness of the most 
stirring adventure. 

There is a kind of crystallilsation in the circum-. 
stances of one's life. A peculiar turn of mind draws 
to itself events fitted to its particular nucleus, and it is 
frequently a subject of wonder why one man meets 
with more remarkable things than another, when it is 
owing merely to a difference of natural character. 

It was, as I was saying, a night of wonderful beaut}'. 
I was watching a corpse. In that part of the United 
States the dead are never left alone till the earth is 
thrown 'upon them, and, as a friend of the family, I^ 
bad been called upon for this melancholy service on 
the night preceding the interment. It was a death 
which had left a family of broken hearts ; for, ben^sath 
the sheet which sank so appallingly to the outline of 
a human form, lay a wreck of beauty and sweetness 
whose loss seemed to the survivors to have darkened 
the face of the earth. The ethereal and touching 
loveliness of that dying girl, whom I had known only 
a hopeless victim of consumption, springs up in my 
memory even yet, and mingles with every conception 
of female beauty. 

Two ladies^ friends of the deceased, were to share 
my vigils. I knew them but slightly, and, having 
read them to sleep an hour after midnight, I performed 
my half-hourly duty of entering the room where the 
corpse lay, to look after the lights, and then strolled 
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into the garden to enjoy the quiet of the summer 
night* The flowers were glittering in their pearl- 
drops, and the air was breathless. 

The sight of the long, sheeted corpse, the sudden 
flare of lights as the long snufis were removed from 
the candles, the stillness, of the close-shuttered room, 
and my own predisposition to invest death with a su- 
pernatural interest, had raised my heart to my throat. 
I walked backwards and forwards in the garden-path ; 
and the black shadows beneath the lilacs, and even 
the glittering of the glow-worms within them, seemed 
weird and fearful. 

The clock struck, and I re-entered. My companions 
still slept, and I passed on to the inner chamber. I 
trimmed the lights, and stood and looked at the white 
heap lying so fearfully still within the shadow of the 
curtains ; and my blood seemed to freeze. At the mo- 
ment when I was turning away with a strong efibrt at 
a more composed feeling, a noise like a flutter of wings, 
followed by a rush and a sudden silence, struck on my 
startled ear. The street was as quiet as death, and the 
noise, which was far too audible to be a deception of 
the fancy, had come from the side toward an unin- 
habited wing of the house. My heart stood still. An- 
other instant, and the fire-screen was dashed down, and 
a white cat rushed past me, and with the speed of light 
sprang like a hyena upon the corpse. The flight of a 
vampyre in to the chamber would not have more 
curdled my veins. A convulsive shudder ran cold 
over me, but recovering my self-command, I rushed 
to the animal, (of whose horrible appetite for the flesh 
of the dead I had read incredulously,) and attempted 
to tear her from the body. With her claws fixed in the 
breast, and a yowl like the wail of an infernal spirit, 
she crouched fearlessly upon it, and the stains already 
uppn the sheet convinced me that it would be impos- 
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sible to remove her without shockingly disfiguring tbe 
corpse. I seized her by the throat, in, the hope of 
choking her, but with the first pressure of my fingers^ 
she flew into my face, and the infuriated animal seemed 
persuaded that it was a contest for life. Half-blinded 
by the fury of her attack, I loosed her for a moment, 
and she immediately leaped again upon the corpse, 
and had covered her feet and face with blood before I 
could recover my hold upon her. The body was no " 
longer in a situation to be spared, and I seized ber.inth ' 
a desperate grasp to draw her ofi"; but to my horror, 
the half-covered and bloody corpse rose upright in her ^ 
fangs, and, while I paused in fear, sat with drooping 
arms, and head fallen with ghastly helplessness over 
the shoulder. Years have not removed that fearfid ^ 
spectacle from my eyes. ' 

The corpse sank back, and I succeded in throttling 
the monster, and threw her at last lifeless firom the 
wmdow. I then composed the disturbed limbs, laid 
the hair away once more smoothly on the forehead, 
and, crossing the hands over the bosom, covered the 
violated remains, and left them again to their repose.. 
My companions, strangely enough, slept on, and I 
paced the garden-walk alone, till the day, to my inei« 
pressible relief, dawned over the mountains. 

I 
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No. 11. 

THE MAD SENIOR. 

I WAS called upon in my senior year to watch with 
air insane student. He was a man who had attracted 
a ^reat deal of attention in college. He appeared in 
an extraordinary costume at the beginning of our 
Freshman .Term, and wrote himself down as Wash- 
ington Greyling, of , an unheard-of settlement 

somewhere beyond the Mississippi. His coat and 
other gear might have been the work of a Chickasaw 
tailor, aided by the superintending taste of some white 
huntsman, who remembered faintly the outline of ha- 
biliments he had not seen for half a century ; it was 
a body of green cloth, eked out with wampum and 
otter-skin, and would have been ridiculous if it had 
not encased one of the finest models of a manly frame 
that ever trod the earth. With close-curling black 
hair, a fine weather-browned complexion, Spanish fea- 
tures, (from his mother — a frequent physiognomy in the 
countries bordering on Spanish America,) and the port 
and lithe motion of a lion, he was a figure to look upon 
in any disguise with warm admiration. He was soon 
put into the hands of a tailor-proper, and, with the 
facility which belongs to his countrymen, became in a 
month the best-dressed man in college. His manners 
were of a gentleman-like mildness, energetic, but cour- 
teous and chivalresque, and, unlike most savages and 
all coins, he polished without "losing his mark," At 
the end of his first term, he would have been called a 
^ high-bred gentleman at any court in Europe. 

The opening of his mind was almost as rapid and 
extraordinary. He seized every thing with an ardor 
and freshness that habit and difficulty never deaden- 
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ed. He was like a man who had tumbled into a nev 
star, and was collecting knowledge for a world lo 
which he was to return. The first in all games, the 
wildest in all adventure, the most distinguished even 
in the elegant society for which the town is remarka- 
ble, and unfailingly brilliant in his recitations and cci^ 
lege performances, he was looked upon as a sort of 
admirable phenomenon, and neither envied nor oppos- 
ed in any thing. I have often thought, in looking on 
him, that his sensations at coming fresh from a wild 
western prairie, and, at the first measure of bis Citp9r 
cities with men of better advantages, finding himself 
so uniformly superior, must have been stirringly de- 
lightful. It is a wonder he never became arrogant ; 
but it was the last foible of which he could have been 
accused. 

We were reading hard for the honors in the senior 
year, when Greyling suddenly lost his reason. He 
had not been otherwise ill, and had, apparently in the 
midst of high health, gone mad at a moment's warn- 
ing. The physicians scarce knew how to treat him. 
The confinement to which he was at first subjected, 
however, was thought inexpedient, and he seemed to 
justify their lenity by the gentlest behavior when at 
liberty. He seemed oppressed by a heart-breaking 
melancholy. We took our turns in guarding ' and 
watching with him, and it was upon my first night 
of duty that the incident happened which I have thus 
endeavored to introduce. 

It was scarce like a vigil with a sick man, for our. 
patient went regularly to bed, and usually slept well 
I took my " Lucretius" and the " Book of the Martyrs," 
which was just then my favorite reading, and with hot 
punch, a cold chicken, books and a fire, I looked fo^ 
ward to it as merely a studious night ; and, as the 
wintry wind of January rattled in at the old coUege 



THE MAD SENIOR, 205 

windows, I thrust my feet into slippers, drew my dress- 
ing-gown about me, and congratulated myself on the 
excessive comfortableness of my position. The Syba- 
rite's bed of roses would have been no temptation. 

It had snowed all day, but the sun had set with a 
red rift in the clouds, and the face of the sky was 
swept in an hour to the clearness of — I want a com- 
parison — ^your own blue eye, dear Mary! The all- 
glorious arch of heaven was a mass of sparkling stars. 

Greyling slept, and I, wearied of the cold philoso- 
phy of the Latin poet, took to my " Book of Martyrs.** 
I read on, and read on. The college clock struck, it 
seemed to me, the quarters rather than the hoigrs. 
Time flew : it was three. 

"Horrible! most horrible !" I started from my chair 
with the exclamation, and felt as if my scalp were self- 
lifted from my head. It was a description in the har- 
rowing faithfulness of the language of olden time, 
painting almost the articulate groans of an impaled 
Christian. I clasped the old iron bound book, and 
rushed to the window as if my heart was stifling for 
fresh air. 

Again at the fire. The large walnut faggots had 
burnt to a bed of bright coals, and I sat gazing into 
it, totally unable to shake off* the fearful incubus from 
my breast. The martyr was there,— on the very hearth, 
— ^with the stakes scornfully crossed in his body ; and 
"as the large coals cracked asunder and revealed the 
brightness within, I seemed to follow the nerve rending 
instrument from hip to shoulder, and suffer \^'ith him 
pang for pang, as if the burning redness were the pools 
of his fevered blood. 

« Aha !** 

It struck on my ear like the cry of an exulting fiend. 

« Aha !** 

I shrunk into the chair as the awful cry was repeat- 
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edy and looked slowly and with difficult courage over 
my shoulder. A single fierce eye wa^ fixed upon mc 
from the mass of bed-clothes, and, for a moment, the 
relief from the fear of some supernatural presence was 
like water to a parched tongue. I sank back relieved 
into the chair. 

There was a rustling immediately in the bed, and) 
starting again, I found the wild eyes of my patient 
fixed still steadfastly upon me. He was creeping 
stealthily out of bed. His bare foot touched the floor, 
and his toes worked upon it as if he was feeling its 
strength, and in a moment he stood upright on his 
feet, and, with his head forward and his pale face livid 
with rage, stepped towards me. I looked to the door. 
He observed the glance, and in the next instant he 
sprang clear over the bed, turned the key, and dashed 
it furiously through the window. 

" Now !" said he. 

" Greyling I" I said. I had heard that a calm and 
fixed gaze would control a madman, and with the roost 
difficult exertion of nerve, I met his lowering eye, and 
we stood looking at each other for a full minute, like 
men of marble, 

" Why have you left your bed ?" I mildly asked. 

" To kill you !" was the appalling answer ; and in 
another moment the light stand was swept from be- 
tween us, and he struck me down with a blow that 
would have felled a giant. Naked as he was, I had 
no hold upon him, even if in muscular strength I bad 
been his match ; and with a minute's struggle I yielded, 
for resistance was vain. His knee was now upon my 
breast and his left hand in my hair, and he seemed 
by the tremulousness of his clutch to be he«tatiBg 
whether he should dash my brains out on the hearth. 
I could scarce breath with his weight upon my chfesti 
but I tried, with the broken words I could command, 
to move his pity. He laughed, as only maniacs can. 
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and placed his hand on my throat. Oh God ! shall I 
ever forget the fiendish deliberation with which he closed 
those feverish fingers 1 

•* Greyling ! for God's sake ! Greyling !" 

** Die ! curse you !" 

In the agonies of suffocation I struck out my arm, 

^ and almost buried it in the fire upon the hearth. With 

an expiring thought, I grasped a handful of the red-hot 

coals, and had just strength sufficient to press them 

hard against his side. 

" Thank God !" I exclaimed with my first breath, 
as my eyes recovered from their sickness, and I look- 
ed upon the familiar objectjs of my chamber once more. 

The madman sat crouched like a whipped dog in 
the farthest comer of the room, gibbering and moan- 
ing, with his hands upon his burnt side. I felt that I 
had escaped death by a miracle. 

The door was locked, and in dread of ^mother at- 
tack, I threw up the broken window, and to my 
unutterable joy the figure of a man was visible upon 
the snow near the out-buildings of the college. It 
was a charity-student, risen before day to labor in 
the wood-yard. I shouted to him, and Greyling leapt 
to his feet 

** There is time yet !" said the madman ; but as he 
came towards me again, with the same panther-like 
caution as before, I seized a heavy stone pitcher 
standing in the window-seat, and hurling it at him 
with a fortunate force and aim, he fell stunned and 
bleeding on the floor. The door was burst open at the 
next moment, and calling for assistance, we tied the 
wild Missourian into his bed, bound up his head and 
side, and committed him to fresh watchers .... 

We have killed bears together at a Missouri Salt 
Lick since then; but I never see Wash. Greyling with 
the smile off his face, without a disposition to look 
around for the door. 



/ 
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No. III. 
THE LUNATIC'S SKATE. 

I HAVE only, in my life, known one lunatic — ^pro- 
perly so called. In the days when I carried a satchel 
on the banks of the Shawsheen, (a river whose half- 
lovely, half-wild scenery is tied like a silver thread 
about my heart,) Larry Wynn and myself were the 
farthest boarders from school, in a solitary farm-house 
on the edge of a lake of some miles square, called by 
the undignified title of Pomp's Pond. An old negro, 
who was believed by the boys to have come over with 
Christopher Columbus, was. the only other human 
being within any thing like a neighborhood pf the 
lake, (it took its name from him,) and the only ap- 
proaches to its waters, girded in as it was by an 
almost impenetrable forest, were the paths through old 
Pomp's clearing, and that by our own door. Out of 
school, Larry and I were inseparable. He was a pale, 
sad-faced boy, and, in the first days of our intimacy, 
be had confided a secret to me which, from its un- 
common nature, and the excessive caution with which 
he kept it from every one else, bound me to him with 
more than the common ties of schoolfellow attachment 
We built wigwams together in the woods, had our 
tomahawks made of the same fashion, united our pro- 
perty in fox-traps, and played Indians with perfect 
contentment in each other's approbation. 

I had found out, soon after my arrival at school, 
that Larry never slept on a moonlight night. With 
the first slender horn that dropped its silver and grace- 
ful shape behind the hills, his uneasiness commenced, 
and by the time its full and perfect orb poured a flood 
of radiance over the vale and mountain, he was like one 
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launted by a pursuing demon. At early twilght he 
closed the shutters, stuffing every crevice that could 
admit a ray ; and then, lighting as many candles as' 
he could beg or steal from our thrifty landlord, he sat 
down with his book, in moody silence, or paced the 
room with an uneven step, and a solemn melancholy^ 
in his fine countenance, of which, with all my fami- 
Hanty with him, I was almost afraid. Violent exer- 
cise seemed the only relief, and when the candles^ 
burnt low after midnight, and the stillness around the- 
lone farm-house became too absolute to endure, he 
would throw up the window, and, leaping desperately 
out in the moonlight, rush up the hill into the depths 
pf the wild forest, and walked on with supernatural ex- 
citement' till the day dawned. Faint and pale he 
would then creep into his bed, and, begging me to 
make his very common and always credited excuse of 
illness, sleep soundly till I returned from school. I 
soon became used to his way, ceased to follow him^ 
as I had once or twice endeavored to do, into the 
forest, and never attempted to break in on the fixed 
and rapt silence which seeemed to transform his lips 
to marble. And for all this Larry loved me. 

Our preparatory studies were completed, and^ to» 
our mutual, despair, we were destined to difibrent 
umversities. Larry's farther was a disciple of the great* 
Chieinning, and mine a Trinitarian of uncomnxon. 
zeal ; and the two institutions of Yale and HaJvard 
were in the hands of the most eminent men of either 
persuasion, and few are the minds that could resist a^ 
four years' ordeal in either. A student was as cer» 
tain to come forth a Unitarian from one as a Calvinist 
from the other ; and in the New-England States thes^ 
two sects are bitterly hostile. So, to the glittering 
atmosphere of Channing and Everett went poor Larry^ 
lonely and dispirited ; and I was committed to the» 

19* 
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nncere zealots, of Connecticut^ some two hui 
miles off, to learn Latin and Greek, if it pi 
Heaven, but the mysteries of " election aijd free gi 
whether or no. 

Time crept, ambled, and galloped by turns, i 
were w love or out, moping in term-time, or rev 
in vacation, gradually, I know not why, our 
respondence had dropped, and the four year 
come to their successive deaths, and we had 
met. I grieved over it ; for in those days I he 
with a school Jboy's. fatuity, 

" That two, or one, are almost what they seem ;^' 

and I loved Larry Wynn, as I hope I may neve 
man or woman again — with a pain at my heai 
wrote one or two reproachful letters in my i 
years, but his answers were overstrained, and tc 
of protestations by half ; and seeing that absenc 
done ita usual work on him, I gave it up, and 
ait epitaph on a departed friendship. I do not 1 
by the way, why I am detaining you with all th 
it has nothing to do with my story ; but let it p 
an evidence tlxat it is a true one. The dim; 
things in real life has not the regular process 
incidents in a tragedy. 

Some two or three years after we had taken 
irrevocable yoke" of life upon us, (not matrix 
but money-making,) a winter occurred of ur 
^)i0nly fine sleighing — sledging^ you call it in 
lajKd. At such times the American world 
abroa4f either for business oi: pleasure. The 
are passable at any rate of velocity of which a 
is capable ; smooth as montagniis Russesy and 
as is good for hoofs ; and a hundred miles is 
nishedto.tcQ in faqility of locomotion. The h 
brings down his venison, to the cities, the w< 
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rader takes his family a hundred leagues to buy cali-* 
oes and tracts, and parties of all kinds scour th^; 
ountry, drinking mulled wine and " flip," andshakingp 
he very nests out of the fir-trees with, the ringing of 
heir horses' bells. You would think death and sor-. 
ow were buried^ in the snow with4he leaves of the 
ast autumn. 

I do not know why I undertook, at this time, a 
ourney to the west ; certainly not for scenery, for it 
fras a world of waste, desolate, and dazzling white-> 
less, for a thousand unbroken miles. The trees were 
veighed down with snow, and the houses were 
hatched and half-buried in it, and the mountains and 
ralleya were like the vast waves of an illimitable sea, 
jongealed with its yesty foam in the wildest hour of a 
:empest. The eye lost its powers in gazing on it. 
The " spirit-bird" that spread his refreshing green, 
ivings before the painted eyes of Thalaba would have 
3een an inestimable fellow-traveller. The worth of 
the eyesight lay in the purchase of a pair of green 
joggles. 

In the course of a week or two, after skimming over 
the buried scenery of half a dozen states, each as. 
large as Great Britain, (more or less,) I found myself 
in a small town on the border of one of our western 
lakes. It was some twenty years since the bears had 
found it thinly settled enough for their purposes, and 
now it contained perhaps twenty thousand souls. 
The oldest inhabitant, bom in the town, was a youth 
in his minority. With the usual precocity of new 
settlementSj it had already^ most of the peculiarities of 
an old metropolis. The burnt stumps still stood about 
among the houses, but there was a fashionable circle- 
at the head of which were the lawyer's wife and the 
member of Congress's, daughter ; and people ate their 
peas with silver foriics^ and drank their tea with scan- 
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dal, and forgave men's many sins and refused to for* 
give woman's one, very much as in towns whose his- 
tory is written in hlack letter. I dare say there were 
not more than one or two offences against the moral 
and Levitical law, fashionable on this side the water, 
which had not been committed, with the authentic 

aggravations, in the town of ; I would mention 

the name if this were not a true story. 

Larry Wynn (now Lawrence Wynn, Esq.) lived 
here. He had, as they say in the United States^ " hung 
out a shingle" (Londonke, put up a sign) as attorney 
at law, and to all the twenty thousand innocept in- 
habitants of the place, he was the oracle and the squire. 
He was besides colonel of militia, churchwarden, and 
canal commissioner; appointments which speak vo- 
lumes for the prospects of " rising young men'* in our 
flourishing republic. 

Larry was glad to see me — very. I was more glad 
to see him, I have a soft heart, and forgive a wrong 
generally, if it touches neither my vanity nor my 
purse. I forgot his neglect, and called him " Larry." 
By the same token he did not call me " Phil." (There 
are very few that love me, patient reader ; but those 
who do, thus abbreviate my pleasant name of Philip. 
I was called after the Indian Sachem of that namCj 
whose blood runs in this tawny hand.) Larry looked 
upon me as a man. I looked on him, with all his 
dignities and changes, through the sweet vista of 
memory — as a boy. His mouth had acquired the 
pinched corners of caution and mistrust common to 
those who know their fellow men ; but I never saw it 
unless when speculating as I am now. He was to me 
the pale-faced and melancholy friend of my boyhood ; 
and I could have slept, as I used to do, with> my arm 
around his neck, and feared to stir lest I should wake 
him. Had my last earthly hope lain in the palm of 
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my hand, I could have given it to him, had he needed 
it, but to make him sleep ; and yet he thought of me 
but as a stranger under his roof, and added, in his 
warmest moments, a "Mr." to my name ! There is 
but one circumstance in my life that has wounded me 
more. Memory, avaunt ! 

Why should there be no unchangeableness in the 
world ? why no friendship ? or why am I, and you, 
gentle reader, (for by your continuing to pore over 
these idle musings, you have a heart too,) gifted with 
this useless and restless organ beating in our bosoms, 
if its thirst for love is never to be slaked, and its ach- 
ing self-fulness never to find flow or utterance ? I 
would positively sell my whole stock .of affections for 
three farthings. Will you say " two ?" 

" You are come in good time," said Larry one morn- 
ing, with a half-smile, " and shall be groomsman to 
me. I am going to be married." 
' « Married ?" 

"Married." 

I repeated the word after him, foi I was surprised. 
He had never opened his lips about his unhappy lu- 
nacy since my arrival, and I had felt hurt at this ap- 
parent unwillingness to renew oui ancient confidence, 
but had felt a repugnance to any forcing of the topic 
upon him, and could only hope that he had outgrown 
or overcome it. I argued, imYnediately on this infor- 
mation of his intended marriage, that it must be so. 
No man in his senses, I thought, would link an im- 
pending madness to the fate of a confiding and lovely 
woman. 

He took me into his sleigh, and we drove to her 
father's house. She was a flower in the wilderness. 
Of a delicate form, as all ray countrywomen are, and 
lovely, as quite all certainly are not, large-eyed, soft 
in her manners, and yet less timid than confiding and 
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siflter^Iike, with a shade of melancholy m her SHiHej 
caught, perhaps, with the " trick of sadness" from him- 
self, and a patrician slightness of reserve, or pride, 
which Nature sometimes, in very mockery of high 
birth, teaches her most secluded child,— the bride elect 
was, as I said before, a flower in the wilderness. She 
was one of those women we sigh to look upon 86 they 
pass by, as if there went a fragment of the wreck of 
some blessed dream. 

The day arrived for the wedding, and the sle%h- 
bells jingled merrily into the village. The morning 
was as soft and genial as June, and the light snow on 
the surface of the lake melted, and lay on the breast 
of the solid ice beneath, giving it the effect of one white 
silver mirror, stretching to the edge of the horizon. 
It was exquisitely beautiful, and h was standing at the 
window in the afternoon, looking off upon the shining 
expanse, when Larry approached, and laid his^ hand 
familiarly on my shoulder. 

"What glorious skating we shall have," said I, "if 
this snfMKJth water freezes to-night !" 

I turned the next moment to look at him ; for we 
had not skated together since I went out, at his earnest 
entreaty, at midnight, to skim the little lakes where we 
had passed our boyhood, and drive away Ae fever 
from his brain, under the light of a full moon. 

He remembered it, and so did I ; and I put my arm 
behind him, for the color fled from his face, and I 
thought he would have sunk to the floor. 

" The moon is full to-night," said he, recovering ift- 
stantly to a cold self-possession. 

I took hold of his hand firmly, and, in as kind a 
tone as I could summon, spoke of our early friend- 
ship, and apologizing thus for the freedom, asked if he 
had quite overcome his melancholy disease. His lace 
worked with emotion, and ho tried to withdraw bii 
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band from iny clasp, and evidently wished to avoid an 
answer. 

" Tell me, dear Larry," said I. 

" Oh God 1 JVo /" said he, breaking violently from 
ne^ and throwing himself with his face downwards 
upon the sofa. The tears streamed through hb fingers 
upon the silken cushion. 

" Not cured ? And does she know it 1" 

" No ! no ! thank God ! not yet !" 

I remained silent a few minutes, listening to his 
suppressed moans, (for he seemed heart-broken with 
the confession,) and pitying while I inwardly con- 
iemned him. And then the picture of that lovely and 
Tond womaii rose up before me, and the impossibility 
of concealing his fearful malady from his wife, and 
the fixed insanity in which it must end, and the whole 
wreck of her hopes and his own prospects and happi- 
ness, — and my heart grew sick. 

I sat down by him, and, as it was too late to remon- 
strate on the injustice he was committing toward her, 
[ asked how he came to appoint the night of a full 
moon for his wedding. He gave up his reserve, calm- 
ed himself, and talked of it at last as if he were relieved 
^y the communication. Never shall I forget the doomed 
pallor, the straining eye, and feverish hand of my poor 
friend during that half hour. 

Since he had left college he had striven with the 
whole energy of his soul against it He had plunged 
into business, — he had kept his bed resolutely night 
after night, till his brain seemed on the verge of frenzy 
with the effort, — he had taken opium to secure to him- 
self an artificial sleep ; — ^but he had never dared to con- 
fide it to any one, and he had no friend to sustain him 
in his fearful and lonely hours ; and it grew upon him 
rather than diminished. He described to me with the 
most touching pathos how he had concealed it for 
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years, — ^how he had stolen out like a thief to give vent 
to his insane restlessness in the silent streets of the city 
at midnight, and in the more silent solitudes of the 
forest, — ^how he had prayed, and wrestled, and wept 
over it, and finally, how he had come to believe ttiat 
there was no hope for him except in the assistance and 
constant presence of some one who would devote life 
to him in love and pity. Poor Larry ! I put up a silent 
prayer in my heart that the desperate experiment might 
not end in agony and death. 

The sun set, and, according to my prediction, the 
wind changed suddenly to the north, and the whole 
surface of the lake in a couple of hours became of the 
lustre of polished steel. It was intensely cold. 

The fires blazed in every room of the bride's pater- 
nal mansion, and I was there early to fulfil my ofl5ce 
of master of ceremonies at the bridal. My heart was 
weighed down with a sad boding, but I shook off at 
least the appearance of it, and superintended the con- 
coction of a huge bowl of punch with a merriment 
which communicated itself in the shape of most joyous 
hilarity to a troop of juvenile relations. The honse 
resounded with their shouts of laughter. 

In the midst of our noise in the small inner room 
entered Larry. I (Started back, for he looked more like 
a demon possessed than a Christian man. He had walk- 
ed to the house alone in the moonlight, not daring to trust 
himself in company. I turned out the turbulent troop 
about me, and tried to dispel his gloom, for a face like 
his at that moment would have put to flight the rudest 
bridal party ever assembled on holy ground. He 
seized on the bowl of strong spirits which I had mixed 
for a set of hardy farmers, and before I could tear it 
from his lips had drank a quantity which, in an ordi- 
nary mood, would have intoxicated him helplessly in 
an hour. He then sat dov^n with his face buried in 
his hands, and in a few minutes rose, his eyes sparic- 
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ling with excitement, and the whole character of his 
face utterly changed. I thought he had gone wild. 

" Now, Phil," said he ; " now for my bride !" And 
with an unbecoming levity he threw open the door, 
and went half dancing into the room where the friends 
were already assembled to witness the ceremony. 

I followed with fear and anxiety. He took his place 
by the side of the fair creature on whom he had placed 
his hopes of life, and, though sobered somewhat by 
the impressiveness of the scene, the wild sparkle still 
danced in his eyes, and I could see that every nerve 
in his frame was excited to the last pitch of tension. 
If he had fallen a gibbering maniac on the floor, I 
should not have been astonished. 

The ceremony proceeded, and the first tone of his 
voice in the response startled even the bride. If it 
had rung from the depths of a cavern, it could not have 
been more sepulchral. I looked at him with a shud- 
der. His lips were curled with an exulting expres- 
sion, mixed with an indefinable fear ; and all the blood 
in his face seemed settled about his eyes, which were 
so bloodshot and fiery, that I have ever since wonder- 
ed he was not, at the first glance, suspected of in- 
sanity. But oh ! the heavenly sweetness with which 
that loveliest of creatures promised to love and cherish 
him, in sickness and in health ! I never go to a bri- 
dal, but it half breaks my heart ; and as the soft voice 
of that beautiful girl fell with its eloquent meaning on 
my ear, and I looked at her, with lips calm and eyes 
moistened, vowing a love which I knew to be stronger 
than death, to one who, I feared, was to bring only 
pain and sorrow into her bosom, my eyes warmed 
with irrepressible tears, and I wept. 

The stir in the room as the clergyman closed his 
prayer seemed to awake him from a trance. He look- 
ed around with a troubled face for a moment ; and 

YOh. I. 20 
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then fixing his eyes on his bride, he suddenly clasp- 
ed bis arms about her, and straining her violently to 
his bosom, broke into an hysterical passion of tears 
and laughter. Then suddenly resuming his self-com- 
mand, he apologized for the over-excitement of his 
feelings, and behaved with forced and gentle propriety 
till the guests departed. 

There was an apprehensive gloom over the spirits 
of the small bridal party left in the lighted rooms; 
and, as they gathered round the fire, I a pproached, 
and endeavored to take a gay farewell. Larry was 
sitting with his arm about his wife, and he wrung 
my hand in silence as I said, "Good night," and 
dropped his head upon her shoulder. I made some 
futile attempt to rally him, but it jarred on the gene- 
ral feeling, and I left the house. 

It was a glorious night. The clear piercing air had 
a vitreous brilliancy, which I have never seen in any 
other climate, the rays of the moonlight almost via- 
bly splintering with the keenness of the frost. The 
moon herself was in the zenith, and there seemed 
nothing between her and the earth but palpable and 
glittering cold. 

I hurried home : it was but eleven o'clock ; and, 
heaping up the wood in a large fire-place, I took a 
volume of " Ivanhoe," which had just then appeared, 
and endeavored to rid myself of my unpleasant 
thoughts. 1 read on till midnight ; and then, pn a 

Eause of the story, I rose to look out upon the night, 
oping, for poor Larry's sake, that the moon wa« 
buried in clouds. The house was near the edge of 
the lake : and as I looked down upon the glassy waste, 
spreading away from the land, I saw the dark figure 
of a man kneeling directly in the path of the moon's 
rays. In another moment he rose to his . feet, a^ 
the tall, slight form of my poor friend was distinctly 
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isible, as, with long and powerful strokes, he sped 
way upon his skates, along the shore. 

To take my own Hollanders, put a collar of fur 
round my mouth, and hurry after him, was the work of 
ut a minute. My straps were soon fastened ; and, fol- 
>wing in the marks of the sharp irons at the top of my 
peed, I gained sight of him in about half an hour, and 
rith great effort neared him suflficiently to shout his 
lame with a hope of being heard. 

"Larry! Larry!" 

The lofty mountain-shore gave back the cry in re- 
lated echoes ; but he redoubled his strokes, and 
ped on faster than before. At my utmost speed I fol- 
3wed on ; and when, at last, I could almost lay my 
land on his shoulder, I summoned my strength to 
ay breathless lungs, and shouted again — " Larry ! 
^arry !" 

He half looked back, and the full moon at that in- 
tent streamed full into his eyes. I have thought 
lince that he could not have seen me for its dazzling 
)r^htness ; but I saw every line of his features with 
he distincness of daylight, and I shall never forget 
:hem. A line of white foam ran through his half- 
3arted lips ; his hair streamed wildly over his forehead, 
3n which the perspiration glittered in large drops; 
md every lineament of his expressive face was stamp- 
ed with unutterable and awful horror. He looked 
)ack no more ; but, increasing his speed with an energy 
)f which I did not think his slender frame capable, he 
^egan gradually to outstrip me. Trees, rocks, and hills 
led back like magic. My limbs began to grow numb ; 
ny fingers had lost all feeling, but a strong north-east 
wind was behind us, and the ice smoother than a mir- 
•or ; and I struck out my feet mechanically, and still 
iped on. 

For two hours we had kept along the shore. The 
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branches of the trees were reflected in the polished 
ice, and the hill seemed hanging in the air, and float- 
ing past us with the velocity of storm-clouds. Par 
down the lake, however, there glimmered the just 
visible light of a fire, and I was thanking God that we 
were probably approaching some human succor, 
when to my horror, the retreating figure before me 
suddenly darted off* to the left, and made swifter than 
before toward the centre of the icy waste. Oh, God ! 
what feelings were mine at that moment. Follow him 
far I dared not; for, the sight of land once lost, as it 
would be almost instantly with our tremendous speed, 
we perished, without a possibility of relief. 

He was far beyond my voice, and to overtake him 
was the only hope. I summoned my last nerve for 
the efifort, and keeping him in my eye, struck across 
at a sharper angle, with the advantage of the wind 
full in my back. I had taken note of the mountains, 
and knew that we were already forty miles from 
home, a distance it would be impossible to retrace 
against the wind ; and the thought of freezing to 
death, even if I could overtake him, forced itself ap- 
pallingly upon me. 

Away I flew, despair giving new force to my limbs, 
and soon gained on the poor lunatic, whose eflForts 
seemed flagging and faint. I neared him. Another 
struggle ! I could have dropped down where I was, 
and slept, if there were death in the first minute, so stiff 
and drowsy was every muscle in my frame. 

" Larry!" I shouted. " Larry !" 

He started at the sound, and I could hear a smo- 
thered and breathless shriek, as, with supernatural 
strength, he straightened up his bending figure, and, 
leaning forward again, sped away from me like a 
phantom on the blast. 

I could follow no longer. I stood stiff" on my skates, 
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still going on rapidly before the wind, and tried to 
look after him, but the frost had stiffened my eyes, 
and there was a mist before them, and they felt like 
glass. Nothing was visible around me but moonlight 
and ice, and dimly and slowly I began to retrace the 
slight path of semicircles toward the shore. It was 
painful work. The wind seemed to divide the very 
fibres of the skin upon my face. Violent exercise no 
longer warmed my body, and I felt the cold shoot 
sharply into my loins, and bind across my breast like 
a chain of ice ; and, with the utmost strength of 
mind at my command, I could just resist the terrible 
inclination to lie down and sleep. I forgot poor 
Larry. Life — dear life ! — was now my only thought I 
So selfish are we in our extremity ! 

With difficulty I at last reached the shore, and then, 
nnbuttoning my coat, and spreading it wide for a sail, 
I set my feet together, and went slowly down before 
the wind, till the fire which I had before noticed be- 
gan to blaze cheerily in the distance. It seemed an 
eternity in my slow progress. Tree after tree threw 
the shadow of its naked branches across the way ; hill 
after hill glided slowly backwards ; but my knees 
seemed frozen together, and my joints fixed in ice ; 
and if my lue had depended on striking out my feet, 
I should have died powerless. My jaws were locked, 
my shoulders drawn half down to my knees, and in a 
few minutes more, I am well convinced, the blood 
would have thickened in my veins, and stood still, for 
ever. 

I could see the tongues of the flames — I counted the 
burning faggots — a form passed between me and the 
fire — I struck, and fell prostrate on the snow ; and I 
remember no more. 

The sun was darting a slant beiam through the trees 
when I awoke. The genial warmth of a large bed of 
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embers played on my cheek, a thick blanket enveloped 
me, and beneath my head was a soft cushion of with- 
ered leaves. On the opposite side of the fire lay four 
Indians wrapped in their blankets, and, with her 
head on her knees, and her hands clasped over her 
ankles sat an Indian woman, who had apparently fallen 
asleep upon her watch. The stir I made aroused her, 
and, as she piled on fresh faggots, and kindled them to 
a bright blaze with a handful of leaves, drowsiness 
came over me again, and I wrapped the blanket about 
me more closely, and shut my eyes to sleep. 

I awoke refreshed. It must have been ten o'clock 
by the sun. The Indians were about, occupied in va- 
rious avocations, and the woman was broiling a slice 
of deer's flesh on the coals. She oflFered it to me as I 
rose ; and having eaten part of it with a piece of a 
cake made of meel, I requested her to call in the men, 
and with offers of reward, easily induced them to go 
with me in search of my lost friend. 

We found him, as I had anticipated, frozen to death, 
far out on the lake. The Indians tracked him by the 
marks of his skate-irons, and from their appearance he 
had sunk quietly down, probably drowsy and ex- 
hausted, and had died of course without pain- His 
last act seemed to have been under the influence of 
his strange madness, for he lay on his face, turned 
from the quarter of the sitting moon. 

We carried him home to his bride. Even the In- 
dians were aflfected by her uncontrollable agony. I 
cannot describe th^t scene, familiar as I am with pic- 
tures of horror. 

I made inquiries with respect to the position of his 
bridal chamber. There were no shutters, and the 
moon streamed broadly into it, and after kissing his 
shrinking bride with the violence of a madman, he 
sprang out of the room with a terrific scream, and she 
saw him no more till he lay dead on his bridal bed. 
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M. Chabert, the fire-eater, would have found New- 
York uncomfortable. I would mention the height of 
the thermometer but for an aversion I have to figures. 
Broadway, at noon, had been known to fry soles. 

I had fixed upon the first of August for my annual 
trip to Saratoga, and with a straw hat, a portmanteau, 
and a black boy, was huddled into the " rather-faster- 
than-lightning" steamer, " North America," with about 
seven hundred other people, like myself, just in time. 
Some hundred and fifty gentlemen and ladies, thirty 
seconds too late, stood " larding" the pine chips upon 
the pier, gazing after the vanishing boat through show- 
ers of perspiration. Away we " streaked" at the rate 
of twelve miles in the hour against the current, and 
by the time I had penetrated to the baggage closet, 
and seated William Wilberforce upon my portmanteau, 
with orders not to stir for eleven hours and seven mi- 
nutes, we were far up the Hudson, opening into its 
hills and rocks, like a witches' party steaming through 
the Hartz in a cauldron. 

A North River steam-boat, as a Vermont boy would 
phrase it, is another guess sort o' thing from a Bri* 
tisher, A coal-barge and an eight-oars on the Thames 
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are scarce more dissimilar. Built for smooth water 
only, our river boats are long, shallow and graceful, 
of the exquisite proportions of a pleasure yacht, and 
painted as brilliantly and fantastically as an Indian 
shell. With her bow just leaning up from the surface 
of the stream, her cut-water throwing ofif a curved and 
transparent sheet from either side, her white awnings, 
her magical speed, and the gay spectacle of a thousand 
well-dressed people on her open decks, I know no- 
thing prettier than the vision that shoots by your door 
as you sit smoking in your leaf-darkened portico on 
the bold shore of the Hudson. 

The American edition of Mrs. Trollope (several 
copies of which are to be found in every boat, serv- 
ing the same purpose to the feelings of the passengers 
as the escape-valve to the engine) lay on a sofa beside 
me, and taking it up, as to say, "I will be let alone," 
I commenced dividing my attention in my usual quiet 
way between the varied panorama of rock and valley 
flying backwards in our progress, and the as varied 
multitude about me. 

For the mass of the women, as far as satin slippers, 
hats, dresses, and gloves could go, a Frenchman 
might have fancied himself in the midst of a trans- 
plantation from the Boulevards. In London, French 
fashions are in a manner Anglified : but an American 
woman looks on the productions of Herbault, Boivin, 
and Maneuri, as a translator of the Talmud on the 
inspired text. The slight figure and small feet of the 
race rather favor the resemblance, and a French 
milliner, who would probably come to America ex- 
pecting to see bears and buffaloes prowlmg about the 
landing-place, would rub her eyes in New-York, and 
imagine she was still in France, and had crossed per- 
haps only the broad part of the Seine. 

The men were a more original study. Near me sat 
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a Kentuckian on three chairs. He had been to the 
metropolis, evidently for the first time, and had 
" looked round sharp.'' In a fist of no very delicate 
proportions, was crushed a pair of French kid gloves, 
which, if they fulfilled to him a glove's destiny, would 
flatter "the rich man" that "the camel" might yet 
give him the required precedent.^ His hair had still 
the traces of having been astonished with a curling 
tougs, and across his Atlantean breast was looped, in 
a complicated zig-zag, a chain that must have cost 
him a wilderness of raccoon-skins. His coat was 
evidently the production of a Mississippi tailor, though 
of the finest English material ; his shirt-bosom was 
ruffled like a swan with her feathers full spread, and 
a black silk cravat, tied in a kind of a curse-me-if-I- 
care-sort-of-a-knot, flung out its ends like the arms of 
an Italian improvisatore. With all this he was a man 
to look upon with respect. His under jaw was set up 
to its fellow with an habitual determination that 
would throw a hickory tree into a shiver, but frank 
good nature and the most absolute freedom from sus- 
picion, lay at large on his Ajacean features, mixed 
with an earnestness that commended itself at once to 
your liking. 

In a retired corner, near the wheel, stood a group 
of Indians, as motionless by the hour together as 
figures carved in rosso antico. They had been on 
their melancholy annual visit to the now-cultivated 
shores of Connecticut, the burial-place, but unforgot- 
ten and once wild home of their fathers. With the 
money given them by the romantic persons whose 
sympathies are yearly moved by these stern and poeti- 
cal pilgrims, they had taken a» passage in the " fire 
canoe," which would set them two hundred miles on 
their weary journey back to the prairies. Their 
Apollo-like forms loosely dressed in blankets, their 
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gaudy wampum-belts and feathers, the muscular arm 
and close clutch upon the rifle, the total absence of 
surprise at the unaccustomed wonders about them, 
and the lowering and settled scorn and dblike ex- 
pressed in their copper faces, would have powerfully 
impressed a European. The only person on whom 
they deigned to cast a glance was the Kentucldan, 
and at him they occasionally stole a look, as if through 
all his metropolitan finery they recognised metal 
with whose ring they were familiar. 

There were three foreigners on board, two of them 
companions, and one apparently alone. With their 
coats too small for them, their thick soled boots and 
sturdy figures, collarless cravats; and assumed uncon- 
sciousness of the presence of another living soul, they 
were recognisable at once as Englishmen. To most 
of the people on board they probably appeared equally 
well-dressed, and of equal pretensions to the character 
of gentlemen ; but any one who had made observations 
between Temple bar and the steps of Crockford's, 
would easily resolve them into two Birmingham bag- 
men " sinking the shop," and a quiet gentleman on a 
tour of information. 

The only other persons I particularly noted were a 
Southerner, probably the son of a planter from Ala- 
bama, and a beautiful girl, dressed in singularly bad 
taste, who seemed his sister. I knew the "specimen" 
well. The indolent attitude, the thin but powerfully- 
jointed frame, the prompt politeness, the air of superi- 
ority acquired from constant command over slaves, the 
mouth habitually flexible and looking eloquent even 
in silence, and the eye in which slept a volcano of rio- 
lent passions were the marks that showed him of a race 
that I had studied much, and preferred to all the many 
and distinct classes of my countrymen. His sister was 
of the slightest and most fragile figure, graceful as a 
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fawn, but with no trace of the dancing master's pre- 
cepts in her motions, vivid in her attention to every- 
thing about her, and amused with all she saw ; a copy 
of Lalla Rookh sticking from the pocket of her French 
apron, a number of gold chains hung outside her trar 
veiling habit, and looped to her belt, and a glorious 
profusion of dark curls broken loose from her combs 
and floating unheeded over her shoulders. 

Toward noon we rounded West Point, and shot 
suddenly into the overshadowed gorge of the moun- 
tains, as if we were dashing into the vein of a silver 
mine, laid open and molten into a, flowing river by a 
flash of lightning. (The figure should be Montgo- 
mery's; but I can in no other way give an idea of the 
sudden darkening of the Hudson, and the under-ground 
efiect of the sharp over-hanging mountains as you 
sweep first into the Highlands.) 

The solitary Englishman, who had been watching 
the southern beauty with the greatest apparent inte- 
rest, had lounged over to her side of the boat, and, with 
the instinctive knowledge that woman have of charac- 
ters, she had shrunk from the more obtrusive attempts 
of the Brummagems to engage her in conversation, 
and had addressed some remark to him, which seemed 
to have advanced them at once to acquaintances of a 
year. They were admiring the stupendous scenery 
together a moment before the boat stopped for a pas- 
senger, oflf a small town above the point. As the 
wheels were checked, there was a rudden splash in the 
water, and a cry of " A lady overboard !" I looked 
for the fair creature who had been standing before me, 
and she was gone. The boat was sweeping on, and 
as I darted to the railing I saw the gurgling eddy 
where something had just gone down ; and in the 
next minute the Kentuckian and the youngest of the 
Indians rushed together to the stern, and clearing the 
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taffirail with tremendous leaps, dived side by side into 
the very centre of the foaming circle. The English- 
man had coolly seized a rope, and by the time they 
re-appeared, stood on the railing with a coil in his hand, 
and flung it with accurate calculation directly over 
them* With immovable grave faces, and eyes blinded 
with water, the two divers rose, holding high between 
them — a large pine faggot ! Shouts of laughter pealed 
from the boat, and the Kentuckian, discovering his 
error, gave the log an indignant fling behind, and, tak- 
ing hold of the rope, lay quietly to be drawn in ; while 
the Indian, disdaining assistance, darted through the 
wake of the boat with arrowy swiftness, and sprang 
up the side with the agility of a tiger-cat. The lady 
re^appeared from the cabin as they jumped dripping 
upon the deck ; the Kentuckian shook himself, and 
sat down in the sun to dry; and the graceful and 
stem Indian, too proud even to put the ivet hair away 
from his forehead, resumed his place and folded his 
arms, as indiflerent and calm, save the suppressed 
heaving of his chest, as if he had never stirred from 
his stone-like posture. 

An hour or two more brought us to the foot of the 
Catskills, and here the boat lay alongside the pier to 
discharge those of her passengers who were bound to 
the house on the mountain. A hundred or more 
moved to the gangway at the sunmions to get ready, 
and among them the Southerners and the Kentuckian. 
I had begun to feel an interest in our fair fellow-pas- 
senger, and I suddenly determined to join their party 
—a resolution which the Englishman seemed to come 
to at the same moment, and probably for the same 
reason. 

We slept at the pretty village on the bank of the 
river, and the next day made the twelve hours' ascent 
through glen and forest, our way skirted with the 
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most gorgeous and odorent flowers, and turned aside 
and towered over by trees whose hoary and moss- 
covered trunks would have stretched the conceptions 
of the " Savage Rosa." Every thing that was not 
lovely was gigantesque and awfuL The rocks were 
split with a visible impress of the Almighty power 
that had torn them apart, and the daring and dizzy 
crags spurred into the sky as if the arms of a buried 
and frenzied Titan were thrusting them from the 
mountain's bosom. It gave one a kind of maddening 
desire to shout and leap — the energy with which it 
filled the mind so out-measured the power of the 
frame. 

Near the end of our journey, we stopped together 
on a jutting rock, to look back on the obstacle we bad 
overcome. The view extended over forty or fifty 
miles of vale and mountain, and, with a half-shut eye, 
it looked, in its green and lavish foliage, like a near 
and unequal bed of verdure, while the distant Hudson 
crept through it like a half-hid satin riband, lost as if 
in clumps of moss among the broken banks of the 
Highlands. I was trying to fix the eye of my com- 
panion upon West Point, when a steamer, with its 
black funnel and retreating line of smoke, issued as if 
from the bosom of the hills into an open break of the 
river. It was as small apparently as the white hand 
that pointed to it so rapturously, 

" Oh !" said the half-breathless girl, " is it not like 
some fairy bark on an Eastern stream, with a spice 
lamp alight in its prow ? 

<< More like an old shoe afloat, with a cigar stuck in 
it," interrupted Kentucky. 

As the sun began to kindle into a blaze of fire, the 
tumultuous masses, so peculiar to an American sky, 
turning every tree and [rock to a lambent and rosy 
gold, we 'stood (m the broad platform on which the 
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house is built, braced even beyond weariness by the 
invigorating and rarified air of the mountain. A hot 
supper and an early pillow, with the feather beds and 
blankets of winter, were unromantic circumstances, 
but I am not aware that any one of the party made 
any audible objection to them ; I sat next the Ken- 
tuckian at table, and can answer for two. 

A mile or two back from the mountain-house, on 
nearly the same level, the gigantic forest suddenly 
sinks two or three hundred feet into the earth, forming 
a tremendous chasm, over which a bold stag might 
almost leap, and above which the rocks hang on either 
side with the most threatening and frowning grandeur. 
A mountain-stream creeps through the forest to the 
precipice, and leaps as suddenly over,^as if, Arethusa- 
like, it fled into the earth from the pursuing steps of a 
Satyr. Thirty paces from its brink, you would never 
suspect, but for the hollow reverberation of the plun- 
ging stream, that any thing but a dim and mazy wood 
was within a day's journey. It is visited as a great curio- 
sity in scenery, under the name of Cauterskill Falls. 

We were all on the spot by ten the next morning, 
after a fatiguing tramp through the forest ; for the Ken- 
tuckian had rejected the ofier of a guide, undertaking 
to bring us to it in a straight line by only the signs (^ 
the water-course. The caprices of the little stream 
had misled him, however, and we arrived half-dea^ 
with the fatigue of our cross-marches. 

I sat down on the bald edge of the precipice, and 
sufiered my more impatient companions to attempt the 
diflicult and dizzy descent before me. The Kentuc- 
kian leap from rock to rock, followed daringly by the 
Southerner ; and the Englishman, thoroughly enar 
mored of the exquisite child of nature, who j^new no 
reserve beyond her maidenly modesty, devoted himidtl 
to her assistance, and compelled her with anxious ts* 
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treaties to descend more cautiously. I lay at my length 
as they proceeded, and with my head over the project- 
ing edge of the most prominent crag, watched them in 
a giddy dream, half-stupified by the grandeur of the 
scene, half-interested in their motions. 

They reached the bottom of the glen at last, and 
shouted to the two who had gone before, but they had 
followed the dark passage of the stream to find its 
vent, and were beyond sight or hearing. 

After sitting a minute or two, the restless but over- 
fatigued girl rose to go nearer the fall, and I was re- 
marking to myself the sudden heaviness of her steps, 
when she staggered, and turning towards her compa- 
nion, fell senseless into his arms. The closeness of the 
air below, combined with over-exertion, had been too 
much for her. 

The small hut of an old man wbo served as a guide 
stood a little back from the glen, and I had rushed 
into it, and was on the first step of the descent with a 
flask of spirits, when a cry from the opposite crag, in 
the husky and choking scream of infuriated passion, 
suddenly arrested me. On the edge of the yawning 
chasm, gazing down into it with a livid and death-like 
paleness, stood the Southerner. I mechanically follow- 
ed his eye. His sister lay on her back upon a flat rock 
immediately below him, and over her knelt the En- 
glishman, loosening the dress that pressed close upon 
her throat, and with his face so near to her's as to 
conceal it entirely from the view. I felt the brother's 
misapprehension at a glance, but my tongue clung to 
the roof of my mouth ; for in the madness of his fury 
he stood stretching clear over the brink, and every 
kistant I looked to see him plunge headlong. Be- 
fore I could recover my breath, he started back, gazed 
wildly around, and seizing upon a huge fragment of 
rock, heaved it up with supernatural strength, and 
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hurled it into the abyss. Giddy and sick with horror, 
I turned away and covered up my eyes. I felt as- 
sured he had dashed them to atoms. 

The lion roar of the Kentuckian was the first sound 
that followed the thundering crash of the fragments. 

'* Hallo, youngster ! What in tarnation are you 
arter? You've killed the gal, by gosh !" 

The next moment I heard the loosened stones as he 
went plunging down into the glen, and hurrying after 
him with my restorative, I found the poor English- 
man lying senseless on the rocks, and tlie fainting 
girl, escaped miraculously from harm, struggling 
slowly to her senses. 

On examination, the new sufferer appeared only 
stunned by a small fragment which had struck him 
on the temple, and the Kentuckian, taking him up in 
his arms like a child, strode through the spray of the 
fall, and held his head under the descending torrent 
till he kicked lustily for his freedom. With a draught 
from the flask, the pale Alabamian was soon perfecdy 
restored, and we stood on the rock together looking at 
each other like people who have survived an earth- 
quake. 

We climbed the ascent and found the brother lying 
with his face to the earth, beside himself with his con- 
flicting feelings. The rough tongue of the Kentuc- 
kian, to whom I had explained the apparent cause of 
the rash act, soon cleared up the tempest, and he 
joined us presently, and walked bfcck by his sister's 
side in silence. 

We made ourselves into a party to pass the remainder 
of the summer on the lakes, unwillingly letting off the 
Kentuckian, who was in a hurry to get back to pro- 
pose himself for the Legislature. 

Three or four years have elapsed, and I find myself 
a traveller in England. Thickly sown as are the 
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wonders and pleasures of London, an occasional din- 
ner with a lovely countrywoman in — — Square, and 
a gossip with her husband over a glass of wine, in 
which Cauterskill Falls are not forgotten, are memo- 
randums in my diary never written but in "red 
letters. 
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